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First Date Jitters 
by alya-bug 
“Marinette! Alya’s here!” 


Marinette jumped at the sound of her father’s voice calling from downstairs, barely avoiding 
stabbing herself in the eye with her mascara wand. 


"И be right down!” she called back, trying to calm her beating heart. Her hand only shook slightly 
as she finished applying her mascara. 


She looked in the mirror, nervously. She had only finished the dress last night, and she thought it 
turned out well. It was pink, simple and cute. It was a good first date dress. She hoped Alya liked it. 


“You'll be fine, Marinette.” Tikki flew up to her and laid a reassuring paw on her shoulder. “It’s just 
Alya. She’s your best friend.” 


“Not anymore.” Marinette said, checking for flyaway hairs. “She’s my girlfriend now. Now it’s 
different.” 


“She is still Alya. The only difference now is you both know that you love each other.” Tikki sighed. 
Her chosen was so ridiculous sometimes. “Now get downstairs, she’s waiting for you.” 


Marinette sighed and took a deep breath. She could do this. It was Alya. It was just a date. A date 
with Alya. Her girlfriend. Whom she loved very much. 


Pushing away her fear, she headed down the stairs. 


Alya was sitting on the couch, talking casually with Marinette’s mother while her father pored 
over the bakery budgets. All three of them looked up when Marinette entered. 


“Oh, Marinette, you look lovely!” Sabine said, standing up and rushing over to her. 


Marinette blushed as her mother smoothed the fabric of her dress, smiling. Her attention, however, was 
focused on Alya. 


Alya was staring at her, a wide smile on her face. She looked lovely. Her reddish curls spilled over 
her shoulders, contrasting beautifully with her dark blue striped dress. Marinette’s heart beat faster just 
looking at her. Alya’s smile made her nose scrunch up, making her glasses slide slightly down her nose. 
She pushed them up with one finger and Marinette almost melted. She was so adorable. 


“Hey,” Alya said, stepping forward. She leaned in, like she was going for a hug, but stopped. “You 
look, uh, really pretty.” 


Marinette’s already impressive blush deepened. “So do you.” She wanted to hug Alya, but she was 
hesitant. She couldn't just hug her like she used to. They were a couple now, not just friends. 


“You both look beautiful!” Marinette’s father’s voice boomed as he stood up from his desk. His 
large arms enveloped them both in a tight hug. 


“Let them go, dear.” Sabine said, laughing at her husband. “They have to get to their reservation.” 


“I know, I know.” Tom let them go reluctantly. “My baby girl on her first date. I can't help myself.” 
He made an exaggerated sniffing motion, wiping away a tear that fell down his cheek. “You take care of 
her, you hear me, Alya?” 


Alya laughed, familiar with Tom’s dramatic antics. “I will protect her with my life, sir.” 


“Don’t you break her heart!” Tom’s attempt at a scary face end up more endearing than 
intimidating, primarily because he couldn’t help the giant grin on his face. 


“Tom, stop teasing them.” Sabine laughed, swatting her giant husband on the shoulder. 

He laughed. “I know, honey. I’m just so happy.” 

Marinette’s heart beat hard in her chest as her mother ushered them both out the door. 

“Sorry about them,” she muttered to Alya after they had walked in awkward silence for a block. 


“Don’t worry. I’m used to them.” Alya smiled and Marinette felt her heart skip a beat. Alya was too 
beautiful. 


In her distraction, she put her foot down wrong and felt her stomach lurch as she fell. Reaching 
out wildly, her hands grabbed the arm of Alya’s dress. She managed to stop herself from hitting the 
ground, but the loud tearing sound made her stomach drop. 


She looked up slowly, hoping that she had imagined the sound of fabric ripping. The shocked look 
on Alya’s face and the awkward way the sleeve fell down her shoulder told her otherwise. 


Marinette stood quickly, berating herself. “I’m so sorry. I’m so clumsy and stupid and oh god I’m 
so sorry!” This was horrible. The worst first date ever. Alya was going to hate her now. She wouldn’t want 
to be her girlfriend or even her friend and she ruined everything. 


“It’s okay! Don’t worry.” Alya put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s just a dress.” 


“But you can’t go on a date in aripped dress.” She leaned over to examine the damage. It was a 
short tear along the seam of the sleeve, which meant it would be an easy fix, but it still was awkwardly 
placed—and it would definitely be noticeable. 


“Tm fine. It isn’t that bad.” She tried to tuck the torn bit into her bra, but it flopped out again when 
she moved her arm. “Okay, maybe not.” 


“We should just call off the date,” Marinette said miserably. 


“No way,” Alya said, putting her hands on Marinette’s shoulders. “I don't care if my dress is totally 
destroyed, I’m going to go on this date with you. Гуе been looking forward to it for too long.” 


Marinette smiled hesitantly. She had been looking forward to it too, ever since they had confessed 
their feelings for each other. The reassuring weight of Alya’s hands helped calm her anxiety. “I have a little 
sewing kit in my purse, I could do a little temporary fix if you want? And fix it properly later?” 


Alya’s face lit up with joy and it made Marinette’s chest feel warm. “That’s a great idea! Do you 
want to go back to your place to do it?” 


Marinette looked back in the direction of her house and shook her head. She loved her parents 
and she loved knowing she had their support, but she wasn’t sure she could deal with them again right 
now. “Let's just sit in the park. The lights should be bright enough.” 


“That sounds great,” Alya said and took Marinette’s hand as they crossed the street to the small 
park. Marinette’s felt clumsy and awkward as she hurried to keep up with her taller girlfriend. 


“We can sit here.” She gestured to a bench under a street light. “I should be able to see well enough.” 


They sat and Marinette dug her small sewing kit out of her purse with clumsy hands. Tikki smiled 
reassuringly from next to her phone and Marinette tried to relax. She hadn't ruined everything yet. Now 
she needed to just not stab Alya with a needle and everything would be good. 


“Can you still do it while it is on me?” Alya asked, pulling her hair away from the ripped section. 


Marinette hummed in affirmation as she threaded her needle. “With this sort of rip, yeah. It will 
need proper attention later but I can make it work.” 


“Of course you can.” There was pride in Alya’s voice; the summer evening suddenly felt too hot. 
“You are so amazing.” 


“Not as amazing as you.” Marinette focused her attention on stitching up the dress and not on 
Alya’s face. There would be no way she could focus if she looked at Alya’s face. 


“We're both pretty amazing.” Alya chuckled and Marinette nearly missed a stitch. She wanted to 
lean over and kiss Alya so bad. Her lips looked extra soft today and she was so close and smelled so good. 
But was it the right time? Probably not. 


The tear was fixed in no time, hidden behind Marinette’s expert stitching. Alya glanced down at 
her phone. “Wow, you did that quick. We still have plenty of time to get to the restaurant. You're so 
talented.” She leaned back and laid a soft kiss on Marinette's lips. 


Marinette froze, her brain attempting to process what had just happened. Had her overactive 
imagination supplied the kiss she had been wanting so much? But she could still feel the ghost of Alya’s 
lips on hers. Alya had kissed her? Alya had kissed her! 


“Sorry.” Alya sounded uncharacteristically bashful. “I was going to wait until the end of the date 
but I couldn't help myself. You're just so great.” 


Marinette met the eyes of her blushing girlfriend. Her girlfriend. Her best friend. Why had she 
been so scared? It was Alya. Beautiful, brave, funny, kind Alya. Why would she be afraid of expressing her 
love for Alya? 


Without even thinking about it, Marinette leaned in and pressed her lips to Alya’s. It was clumsy 
and their noses bumped together awkwardly, but the moment their lips touched, she knew it was right. 
They lost track of how long they kissed on that park bench, illuminated by the soft light from the 
streetlight, but when they finally pulled apart, they were smiling and giggling softly. 


“That was nice.” Marinette murmured, admiring Alya’s smiling eyes. 
“Yeah.” She pressed their foreheads together and laughed joyfully. 


Marinette sighed, her chest so full of happiness she thought it would burst. A nearby church 
chimed its bells and they were brought back to their senses. 


“The reservation!” Marinette exclaimed as she checked her phone. “We can make it if we hurry.“ 
She gathered up her stuff and stood, still feeling flustered from the kiss. 


Alya still sat on the bench, staring up at her with an amused smile. “I don’t care if we're late, as 
long as I’m with you.” 


Marinette blushed and looked away. “You're a dork.” She wasn't sure her heart could take Alya 
saying things like that. 


Before she could start walking she felt arms come encircle her waist and pull her tight. Alya lifted 
her of her feet with ease and Marinette squealed. 


“You're too cute!” Alya said, laughing in her ear. 
“No you.” Marinette turned back to look at her lovely, adorable girlfriend. 


“You're the cutest.” Before Marinette could argue back, Alya captured her lips in a brief, playful 
kiss before setting her back down. 


Marinette’s cheeks hurt from smiling so hard. All of her previous fears disappeared. As they 
walked hand to the restaurant, she knew they would be all right. 
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А Garden In My Lungs 
by gottashipitall 


When the first few petals had shown up in his hand after his coughing fit, his heart stopped. There 
was only one explanation, and it wasn’t one he was quite ready to accept. 


Part of him was numb, knowing that he had partially expected this to happen, but that fact didn’t 
make him feel any better. Looking around to make sure he was completely alone, he turned back to the 
petals to see if he could identify them. He had borrowed a book from the library on the language of 
flowers just in case this happened. Shifting his hand so he could see them from a few different angles, he 
finally decided that they must be Gloxinias. 


Love at First Sight. 


Glaring at the vibrant red petals, he threw them into the trash as he tried to think of his best 
course of action. He couldn’t just tell Adrien how he felt, sure that the second the blond rejected him, his 
heart would shatter in his chest, leaving him broken and hollow. Hoping the flowers would simply 
disappear was a foolish wish, and he knew there was no way his parents could afford the surgery, not that 
he even really wanted it. 


Grimacing, he decided to push the thoughts out of his head as headed back to class, sliding into his 
seat with a grin at Adrien, turning back to the teacher and trying his best to pay attention. Of course, it 
was hard to pay attention to the teacher’s lecture on the first president of France when he could feel the 
tickle of flowers blooming in the back of his throat. He tried to swallow it back, taking a swig from his 
water bottle to cover his choking, but when Adrien turned to grin at him, he had to cover his mouth as he 
coughed. 


The class went quiet as he coughed and choked, petals spilling out from his hands even as he tried 
to hold them back. He could feel the stares as everyone realized what was wrong with him. He closed his 
eyes so ће wouldn't have to see their pity, only opening them when the coughing finally subsided. No one 
spoke as he sat up, hands and desk covered in stray petals. 


“Nino, would you like to go to the bathroom to straighten yourself out?” the teacher asked 
hesitantly, giving Nino a chance to escape the stares and whispers that were sure to come soon enough. 


With a jerky nod, he stood, straightening his hat and leaving the room with his schoolbag and a fist 
full of petals. As he walked, he took a deep breath and opened his fist, looking down to determine what 
the flowers were this time, since there were obviously more than just one. 


Pink Camellias. Longing for You. Yellow Tulips. There is sunshine in your smile. Gardenias. Secret 
love. 


Glaring, he threw the petals in the garbage, speed walking to the bathroom so he could try to wash 
his hands of the situation and head home. It wouldn’t work, and he knew it wouldn’t work, but he was too 
frustrated to try to think of the situation rationally, so obviously denial was the next best step. 


Luckily, the bathroom was empty, which wasn’t surprising since class was in session, but Nino still 
sighed in relief as he headed for the sinks. He set his bag down and turned the knob on the sink to turn on 
the cold water, taking his glasses off and setting them aside before splashing his face a few times. After a 
few quick, cold shocks to his system, he let his head fall forward, hands gripping the edge of the sink as he 
let the water simply drip off his face. 


He flinched as the door opened, sliding his glasses back on and turning to the door to see Adrien 
watching him, eyebrows furrowed in concern. 


“Are you okay?” the boy asked, stepping forward to let the door close behind him and walking 
closer to Nino, “Why were you coughing up flower petals?” 


Nino moved away from the sink, turning his body so he could fully face Adrien as he grabbed a few 
paper towels and wiped his face and hands dry. 


“Don’t worry about it,” he answered, ignoring the way Adrien only seemed more upset at the 
answer, “I’m taking care of it, so don’t worry, I’m fine.” 


Adrien watched as the DJ threw the paper towel away and left the bathroom, not even looking 
back as he headed back to class. Adrien glanced down at the garbage, grimacing slightly at the sight of all 
the petals he saw. There was no way that coughing up flower petals for close to a minute was something 
to not worry about, but if Nino wasn’t going to tell him, he’d have to ask someone else, and he had just the 
person in mind. 


“Hey Marinette, can I talk to you?” Adrien asked as soon as class was dismissed, fidgeting with the 
strap of his bag as she turned to him with a raised eyebrow. 


“Uh, sure?” Turning to Alya, she nodded, and the other girl simply shrugged and left the classroom, 
leaving the two of them alone, “Are you okay, Adrien?” 


He shifted on his feet a few times before sighing and setting his bag aside. 


“I’m worried about Nino,” he responded, sitting in one of the empty seats, leaving room for 
Marinette to sit beside him, “I asked him about the flower petals, but he told me he was taking care of it 
and I shouldn’t worry.” 


Marinette seemed to pause for a moment before resting her hand on his shoulder with a pitying 
glance. 


“Adrien, have you never heard of Hanahaki?” 
Shaking his head, he watched as she frowned and rubbed her arm nervously. 


“Well, Nino has Hanahaki. It’s a kind of disease is the best way I can think of to describe it,” she 
started explaining, and the more she explained, the more upset he got. Why wouldn't Nino have told 
Adrien about how serious this was? Did he not trust him? 


As soon as she finished explaining, he nodded his thanks and got up to leave, determined to find 
Nino and ask him why he had lied about the seriousness of his situation. 


When Adrien had asked to talk to Marinette, Nino took it as a small blessing and left. Now he 
wouldn't have to deal with the blond’s questions and could instead scramble to his locker and head home. 
His plan was going well until a pale hand slammed into the locker by his head, making him jump and turn 
to see Adrien glaring at him. 


“Adrien?” 
“Why didn't you tell me?” 


Nino flinched, shoving the rest of his books in his bag before shutting his locker and turning to 
Adrien. 


“Why didn't I tell you what?” 


Adrien's scowl seemed to deepen as he crossed his arms and shifted so there was no way Nino 
could get past him. 


“Marinette explained Hanahaki to me, since you wouldn't, and she told me about how it's brought 
on by unrequited love. Why didn’t you tell me?” 


Nino’s heart stopped in his chest as he tried to fumble for an excuse. Adrien was obviously angry, 
so Marinette had either told him about his feelings, or the model had figured it out himself, and Nino 
wasn't quite sure which was worse. 


“Nino, you should have just told me. You're my best friend, and ГЇЇ even help you plan your 
confession if you want! I don't know if you want to do a big dramatic thing for Alya orifyou'd rather keep 
it simple, but I’m sure she’d love it either way!” 


He swore he could hear his heart crack in his chest at Adrien’s smile. ‘Ah, so this is what total 
rejection feels like.’ 


Painting a fake smile across his face, he reached a hand out to squeeze Adrien’s shoulder gently 
before walking past him and out the door. 


“Thanks man, 111 think about your offer. See you tomorrow!” 


Adrien simply smiled and waved, watching Nino leave and feeling lighter now that he had done 
his part in attempting to comfort his friend. Now, he only had to wait until the next day for Nino’s 
response. 


Which of course meant, the next school day was Nino-less. 


Adrien was agitated, consistently checking his phone under the desk and texting Nino to check on 
him, but he didn’t get a single response, leaving him anxious and fidgety. 


Alya and Marinette had noticed once he started bouncing his leg, and the second class was 
dismissed, they pulled him aside to figure out what was bothering. 


“Alright sunshine boy, мћа 5 got you so on edge?” Alya asked, raising an eyebrow as Adrien 
checked his phone once more. 


“Tm worried about Nino,” he responded, tucking his phone into his pocket with a sigh, “I thought 
he might be sick, so I texted him, but he hasn’t responded to any of my texts.” 


“If he’s sick, he’s probably just sleeping. Marinette and I will text him too just in case, if that makes 
you feel better,” Alya responded, pulling her phone out and shooting Nino a quick text asking if he was 
okay. 


“Thanks guys. I have to head home for lunch, but I'll see you later!” he replied, turning with a small 
wave as he walked to the waiting car in front of the school. As soon as the door shut behind him, Alya’s 
phone dinged with a new message. 


Pulling it out, she frowned as she read the message, turning the phone so Marinette could read it 
over her shoulder. 


Alya: Hey, are you okay? Adrien’s worried cause you didn’t show up. 


Nino: Fine. Adrien just told me yesterday that he was willing to help me confess. To you. I just didn’t 
want to see him today. 


Marinette frowned as well, pulling her own phone out to text him as they headed to her parent's 
bakery for lunch. The texts continued through lunch, Nino explaining how he accepted that Adrien didn’t 
have feelings for him and that he was old enough to be able to get over it and move on. 


Alya was frustrated with how oblivious Adrien was, sure that the boy didn’t really mean to reject 
Nino but knowing that while the intent wasn’t there, the message had gotten across. While Marinette 


seemed content to let sleeping dogs lie and have Nino come up with an excuse for his absence to Adrien 
the next day, Alya was not quite as sated. 


Alya: Hey, I called Nino. Не been sick in bed all day. I would go visit him after class, but I’ve got a 
study sesh planned with Mari. You should go check on him tho. 


A few seconds later, her phone dinged with Adrien’s response. 


Adrien: Thanks! I asked my chef to make some soup and I figure I can grab it after school and go 
check on him. 


“Alya, are you sure that was a good idea? Nino seemed really upset, maybe we should've just left 
them alone,” Marinette worried, biting her lip when her girlfriend pocketed her phone with a frown. 


“If we leave those two to try to figure this out themselves, we'll both be dead before they even talk 
about it,” 


Marinette sighed but nodded, inwardly hoping that things went well between the two boys. 
Adrien was a wonderful person, but he was so oblivious most of the time that it physically hurt, and 
things most people would easily notice had to be practically shoved in his face. She winced and sent a 
mental apology to Nino before getting back to her lunch. 


Adrien had been spacey for the rest of the school day, constantly bouncing his leg under his desk as he 
haphazardly scribbled notes. Marinette was tempted to check on him when class ended, but as soon as 
they were dismissed, he was out the door and off like a shot, racing to his locker to grab his stuff before 
rushing outside to the car set to take him to check on Nino. Alya’s explanation of the other boy being sick 
had sated his curiosity at first, but now worry gnawed at his brain and left him jittery and anxious. 


When the car arrived, Adrien jumped out, waving to the Gorilla as he drove off and heading for the 
front door, school bag slung over one shoulder and thermos of soup in hand. He stood in front of the door 
for a moment before taking a deep breath and knocking. He waited a moment, but when no response 
came, he frowned and knocked again, getting the same nonexistent response. When he turned the knob to 
see if the door was locked, it easily turned, letting him swing it open and head inside. 


The door clicked shut behind him as he stepped forward, looking around the comfortable living 
room and headed deeper into the house, heading straight to Nino’s room. He easily found the door, 
impossible to miss with the band posters all over it, and reached forward to knock, pausing when he 
heard the coughing coming from the other side. 


It was rough and grating, leaving him wincing as the rough choking continued for a few more 
seconds before cutting off with a gasp and sigh. Steeling himself, he swung the door open, freezing at what 
he saw. 


Petals. Petals everywhere. 


Nino was leaning against the headboard of his bed, petals strewn across his lap, the blankets, and 
even spilling onto the floor nearby. Nino had turned at the noise of the door opening, glass of water in 
hand as his brows furrowed. 


“Adrien? What are you doing here?” 


The questioning tone snapped him out of his mild panic and let him force a smile, stepping 
forward and holding the thermos up for Nino to see. 


“Uh, Alya told me you were sick, so I brought you some soup. I also knocked, but no one answered 
and the door was unlocked,” 


The DJ seemed to accept ће explanation, accepting the thermos and setting it on his bedside table, 
which was usually a mess of of CDs and sticky notes and was now only home to a tissue box and a myriad 
of petals. 


“Are you okay?” Adrien asked, scanning the room and noticing not only the quantities of the 
petals, but the diversity in shape and color. 


‘Tm fine. It’s really not a huge deal. ГЇЇ be back in school tomorrow,” Nino said, waving Adrien’s 
concern off as he purposefully avoided looking at the petals around him. 


“Pink camellias,” Adrien spoke, watching as Nino tensed on the bed, “The flowers you coughed up 
in class were pink camellias, which mean longing for you. There were also yellow tulips, there is sunshine 
in your smile, and gardenias, secret love.” 


Nino glared down at his lap as Adrien set his bag on the DJ's desk chair before sitting in front of 
him and pointing at the petals scattered around the room. 


“Those over there are obviously red carnations, my heart aches for you, and over there are forget 
me nots, true love. The ones on the floor also seem to be mostly daffodils, unrequited love, you're the only 
one, and the sun is always shining when I’m with you.” 


“I get it Adrien,” Nino spoke, voice close to a whisper as he refused to meet the model's eyes, even 
as the boy leaned toward him. “There are a lot of petals. I told you, it's fine and I’m taking care of it.” 


“Obviously, you aren't!” Adrien yelled, reaching toward Nino’s lap to grasp a fistful of petals and 
shove them in the other boy’s face, “Primrose, / can’t live without you, purple hyacinth, Гт sorry, please 
forgive me, sorrow, and Cyclamen! Resignation and goodbye.” 


Adrien threw the petals aside as he glared at the boy in front of him, angry and hurt at how he 
seemed to be dismissing something so serious. 


“Why don’t you just confess to her?” he asked, refusing to look away from the other boy, “Why are 
you just letting them grow? Marinette told me they could kill you Nino, and I know that you know that, so 
why?” 


“Because Феу те not for Alya!” Nino finally yelled, arms thrown in the air as he glared back at 
Adrien. “They've never been for Alya.” 


“Then who? Who is so important that you'd rather die than confess?” 


“You! The petals are for you!” Nino yelled, face red with anger as he continued glaring, even as 
Adrien’s face fell in shock. 


“Me?” he asked, hands starting to shake as he realized that he was the reason behind the 
flowerbomb that was now Nino’s room. 


“It’s been you since you walked into class on the second day of school,” Nino whispered, head 
down as he gripped the blanket in his lap, “I fell in love with you the first time you smiled at me, and every 
time you smiled at me, or hugged me, or even just /ooked at me, I fell harder, and every time I tried to stop 
it, you came in like a hurricane and took my heart all over again. I couldn't love another person if I tried, 
so I told my parents. They’d been saving money since before I was born just in case, so I have a surgery 
consultation scheduled for next week.” 


Adrien had been trying to restart his brain at all the information Nino had unloaded on him, but 
the moment he heard surgery, he snapped back. 


“Wait, wait, wait. Getting the surgery was your first choice? Why would you do that?” 


Nino didn’t even bother looking up, but Adrien knew him enough to know that the boy was rolling 
his eyes. 


“Because you're the most oblivious person I know, and I don’t know, maybe I didn't want to get 
rejected?” Nino asked, turning his head to look out the large window on his left, “Evidently it didn’t work 
because you tried pushing me onto Alya, but I think I at least deserve a few points for effort.” 


Adrien sputtered as he tried to think, turning to look out the window as well as he tried to get his 
thoughts in order. 


“I thought you and Alya liked each other. Like liked.” 


Nino let out a short laugh before turning to meet Adrien's eyes, even as his were rimmed with red 
from the few tears that had escaped before he could stop them. 


“This is what I meant by oblivious. Alya and Marinette have been dating for almost four months. 
ИЛ actually be exactly four next Tuesday.” 


Adrien's brow furrowed, upset at himself for apparently missing the fact that not only did his best 
friend have a crush on him, but that his other two friends had been dating for several months and no one 
had clued him in. He could only dwell on Alya and Marinette's relationship for a few seconds before his 
brain automatically yanked him back to the fact that Nino liked him. Like liked him. 


His mouth opened and closed a few times as he tried to think of what he could say, but any 
thought that came to mind immediately left, leaving them sitting in awkward silence. Nino raised an 
eyebrow at him before shaking his head and sitting up. 


“Alright, great talk. Thanks for the soup, and ГЇЇ see you at school tomorrow,” he spoke, grabbing 
Adrien's bag off the chair where it had been set earlier and holding it out to the blond. 


“Nino,” Adrien started, hands gripping his jeans as he stared at his bag swinging lightly in the 
other boy's grip, “You're my best friend.” 


“Don't, Adrien-” 
“No! Nino, you're my best friend and I was content with that. I was supposed to be content with 


that, but you're you, Nino. I mean, you got akumatized because you were upset that I didn't get a birthday 
party! How was I not supposed to fall in love with that?” 


“Adrien?” 
“And you're so talented, I still have all of the mix tapes you gave me, and so smart. You're so 


unbelievably smart, and kind, and 1 swear when you smile, my heart jumps out of my chest, but friends 
aren't supposed to feel like that!” 


“Adrien, what-” 


“And I don’t know what I’m supposed to do now! I like you and you like me, liked me? I just, I don't 
know where I’m supposed to go from here. I don’t know what I should do.” Adrien muttered, eyes now 
focused on his lap as he fidgeted on the bed. 


Nino stood by the door for a few moments before his shoulders slumped. He set the bag back on 
the desk chair and walked forward to sit next to the model, who seemed to tense slightly at the motion. 


“Why didn’t you tell me?” Nino whispered, watching out of the corner of his eye as Adrien’s hand 
gripped his jeans tighter. 


“Why didn’t you tell me?” 


Blinking, Nino grinned at the quick response, chuckling as Adrien turned to him with a raised 
eyebrow. 


“That’s fair.” he responded, watching as the blond seemed to relax at his smile, “So, you like me?” 


“Nino,” Adrien started, letting go of his jeans so he could grab the DJ's hand, “I love you. I couldn't 
love you anymore than I do right now, and I know tomorrow that will change because ГЇЇ love you even 
more then, and ГЇЇ only be able to love you more and more everyday until the end of my life, and even 
after that, l'Il stil! love you.” 


Nino was frozen, looking down at where Adrien’s thumb stroked over his knuckles as his heart 
swelled in his chest, fit to burst with the kind of joy that is unexplainable to those who have yet to 
experience it. 


“Adrien, 1-" he started, having to stop as a cough bubbled out of his chest, leaving him hunched 
over as he choked on the sunset colored petals that were sprinkled on his lap. The coughing fit lasted only 
a few seconds, and when it had finished he was able to take a deep breath, lungs free of the flowers that 
had made their home there months ago. 


Adrien reached forward to grab one of the petals, turning it over in his hands as Nino watched him 
in silence. 


“Ambrosia,” he spoke with a smile, turning to Nino with the widest grin the DJ had ever seen on 
the model, “Your love is reciprocated.” 


With a matching grin, Nino squeezed the blond’s hand and linked their fingers together, internally 
delighting at how the boy’s face reddened. 


“So,” Adrien started, face still bright red as he looked down at their linked hands, “Does this mean 
I can call you my boyfriend now?” 


“Only if сар call you mine.” 


Adrien gave a jerky nod before his face reddened even further, causing Nino to raise an eyebrow 
in curiosity. 


“If you're my boyfriend, does that mean I can kiss you now?” 


With a smile, Nino leaned forward, moving his hand that wasn’t holding Adrien’s to cup the boy’s 
cheek, turning his face toward him. 


“Only if I can kiss you too,” he responded with a soft smile, watching as Adrien’s face lit up. 


And evidently, he could. 
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Тһе Lady Is Mine 


by marinette-buginette 


There were many things that Chloé thought she would never do in her life. Hiding under a serving 
cart to sneak out of her own damn hotel to meet her girlfriend for a secret date certainly fit in the 
category of Things Chloé never even dreamt of doing’. And yet, here she was. Chloé tapped her fingers 
against her upper arm impatiently, hoping she could get out from under this damn smelly table sheet 
already. She had to keep from screaming with joy when they finally came to a halt. One minute later, the 
waiters who pushed the trail went away, and, judging by their steps, Chloé guessed they went to the other 
side of the kitchen. She lifted the table sheet enough to glance at the door leading out of the kitchens and 
into a small alley. Taking a deep breath, Chloé got out from under the table and sprinted to the door and 
into the alley. She probably looked really silly, laughing at herself while running in the night. 


At the end of the alley, just around the corner, stood a dark pink motorcycle. The engine was off 
and the driver was leaning against it, arms crossed over her chest. Chloé raised eyebrows, smiling 
towards her. 


“Are you posing?” 


The other woman raised the visor of her helmet and Chloé could easily see the mirth in her blue 
eyes. “Got a problem with that, honey?” 


She snorted. “Oh look at you, trying to be intimidating. You should know better than to treat your 
girlfriend like this, Marinette Dupain-Cheng.” 


Chloé came closer, running her index finger along Marinette’s arm. “And it is very hard for you to 
sound threatening when you are shorter than me.” 


If Chloé could take a wild guess, she assumed Marinette had her mouth open in surprise and 
annoyance under her helmet. With a huff, her girlfriend crossed her arms and turned her back. Chloé 
smirked, pulling on the collar of Marinette’s leather jacket enough to expose a little bit of skin. Just enough 
for her to drop а kiss on it and make Marinette yelp. She turned back around, glaring at the smug Chloé. 


“Don’t make me cancel the date,” she threatened. 


“But baaaaaabe, I risked my life and nails to get out of the hotel to meet you.” Chloé sing-songed 
dramatically, almost throwing herself in Marinette’s arms and feigning fainting. 


Marinette rolled her eyes fondly. “Come on, drama queen. Let’s get on with this date.” 


Chloé reached for the yellow helmet that Marinette had specially decorated for her and put it on. 
Marinette looked over her shoulder before lowering the visor. 


“Hold on tight.” 


Chloé wrapped her arms around Marinette’s waist. She always held on tight. 


“Т can’t believe you did this,” Chloé said in amazement as she sat down on the blanket under an old 
oak. 


“Well, Т am glad you like it.” Mariette smiled up at Chloé while she was propped on an elbow. 
“Want another slice of tarte tatin?” 


“Ugh, I shouldn't.” Chloé bit her lip. She had already had a cheat day, and she wasn’t going to get 
abs to match her girlfriend’s if she kept eating sweets and pastries, but... Marinette made it, and it was 
really tasty, so damn it. “Okay, give me.” 


With a giggle, Marinette cut a slice and moved up. She stole a peck from Chloé before holding the 
slice of tart before her lips. “Here you go, honey.” 


Chloé bit eagerly, taking the tart out of Marinette’s hand. And then she noticed the look Marinette 
was giving her. “Don’t be so smug about it. You know pastries are my weakness, and you know you make 
them well.” 


“Bakers’ daughter,” she said, pointing to herself. “And I can look and be as smug as I want. Fact is, I 
just think you are cute. You make these adorable delighted noises.” 


Chloé was about to tell her that of course she was cute, good for you for recognizing quality, when 
the wind began to blow, making her shiver. Marinette sighed. 


“What possessed you to think high heels and a dress are fitting for this?” Marinette asked. 


“Well, someone insisted on keeping the date’s location a secret, so what can I do?” Chloé said with 
a pout. 


Rolling her eyes fondly, Marinette took off her leather jacket and put it around Chloé’s shoulders. 
The leather itself didn’t really help against the wind, but the inside of the jacket was cushioned with dark 
pink velvet. It did a nice job of keeping her warm. Leaning in, she stole a kiss from Chloé while arranging 
the jacket around her shoulders. 


“Tease,” she muttered once Marinette went back to her seat on the blanket. 
“You love my kisses,” she remarked before biting on a madeleine. 


Chloé picked a little box with tiramisu and answered before taking a spoonful. “Well, you are an 
amazing kisser. Wait. Why in the world did you give me your jacket when you are only wearing a tank 
top? You will freeze!” 


“I appreciate the care, but don't worry that pretty head of yours.” she winked. “I was told Iam 
pretty hot.” 


Chloé stopped with the spoon midway to her mouth and narrowed her eyes. Marinette burst out 
laughing at her expression. “I can’t believe you sometimes.” 


Marinette winked and then noticed the thoughtful look on her girlfriend's face. “Hey,” she took her 
hand, caressing the back of her knuckles. “What’s with the long face?” 


Chloé sighed. “I have this gala that my father organized. It will be on a private boat on the Seine. I 
mean, it sounds good when you first hear it, but it will be so boring when I think I will be stranded in the 
middle of the river with some boring old assholes and their egomaniac spawns with the personality of a 
rotten avocado,” she sighed, propping her chin in her palm. “If only you could be there.” 


Marinette laid next to Chloé, intertwining their fingers. “Well, if you can somehow bribe the 
bodyguards to let me in, Iam sure I could blend myself with the decor. 


Chloé whipped her head to the side to look at Marinette, her lips curling in a smirk. 


“Oh, I think the prospect of the party just became fun.” 


“Hello there, beautiful.” 


Chloé was about to decline whatever offer the random wannabe would make her. Subtly, but with 
sarcasm and just a little bit of venom, depending on how obnoxious they got after they saw she wasn't 
interested. And then she turned around. 


Marinette was truly a sight to behold. Well, she always was, but red looked really good on her. And 
that split on the side of the dress... well, wow. Turning her attention to the snacks table and grabbing a 
slice of flan quickly, Chloé tried to hide her blush. And probably failed. She cleared her throat and did her 
best to sound casual. 


“Hello, to you too, gorgeous.” She turned around, smiling at Marinette. “What brings you here?” 
“Bribed bodyguards.” 


In her defense, they were really easy to bribe. And Chloé didn’t mind throwing them a couple 
hundred euros to get her girlfriend in this party. 


“A good investment.” Chloé said out loud, while taking a cupcake off the table and looking at it 
analytically. To her surprise, Marinette grabbed her wrist, pulling gently until the cupcake was next to her 
mouth. Then, without taking her eyes of Chloé’s, she bit out of it, chewing slowly. Chloé threw the rest 
overboard. 


“You wasted a perfectly good cupcake,” Marinette remarked while taking a champagne glass offa 
tray of a passing waiter. Then, with a mischievous smirk, she walked closer to Chloé and raised the glass 
between them. “Want some champagne, honey?” 


Chloé narrowed her eyes. “Why?” 


Marinette took another step closer, never taking her eyes off Chloé. “You see, ma cherie, it seems 
the only way I could get a taste of your lips tonight is if you take a sip.” 


A shiver went down Chloé’s spine. Damn. Marinette was simply too much when she used that 
voice and looked at her from under her eyelashes. Her eyes were so intense that Chloé felt as if everything 
became hotter around her and it was harder to breathe. 


“Of course, I could always just pull you in a dark corner and kiss that sweet mouth of yours. I am 
sure I can find a spot hidden well enough for us to get some quality time together. But we both know how 
we get.” Marinette’s index finger traced the side of Chloé’s jaw. “And it would be quite a shame to ruin the 
pretty lipstick you have on.” 


In one quick move, Marinette stepped back slightly and took a sip of the champagne. Chloé gasped, 
snapping out of the trance she was put in, all the voices and music around coming back to her. With an 
annoyed huff, Chloé reached for the glass and took it out of Marinette’s hand 


“Should I grab another one for you?” Marinette asked, amused. 


After she finished downing it, Chloé put the glass on the buffet table and grabbed Marinette’s 
hand. “No. No more drinks now. I would rather give you a ship tour.” 


“Oh? Is there an interesting spot?” 


“There’s this great spot where we can watch the fireworks together. There will be a wonderful 
view of the Eiffel, too. But, first of all, let me show you this nice secluded little room, just under the board. 
It has a really soft couch, too.” 


Marinette smirked. “Show me the way, honey.” 


Chloé analysed her reflection in the mirror. Hickeys hidden, lipstick perfect again. Good, very 
good. The not-so-little make out session might have gotten just a little out of hand and Chloé had makeup 
to do after it. Well, Marinette had, too, but she’d picked another bathroom. She capped the lipstick and put 
it back in her clutch. The fireworks were supposed to start soon, and she wanted to grab Marinette and 
get a good spot. But her plans were ruined the moment she walked on board and saw one of the 
bodyguards gripping Marinette’s arm while she was glaring daggers at him.“What do you think you are 
doing?” she roared, walking towards the scene with her fists clenched. “Unhand her right this second!” 


“Mademoiselle Bourgeois, she doesn’t have an invitation and...” one of the guards began saying, 
trying to not look too worried. The fact was that Chloé Bourgeois could be terrifying when she wanted. 
And right now was one of those moments when she wanted to be the scariest thing that guy had ever laid 
eyes on. He unhanded her until someone cleared their throat behind Chloé. The mayor was glaring down 
at Marinette. 


“Chloé, dearest, she wasn't invited, she obviously snuck into this gala with God knows what 
intention.” He turned his attention to the bodyguard. “Seize her.” 


He went to grab her arm again, but Marinette rolled her eyes, avoided his move, and side-stepped 
enough to allow her to touch the back of his neck and press to a point that made the man fall down witha 
gasp and stay frozen on the floor. She looked at the mayor unimpressed. 


“That’s what you call security?” 


The mayor was fuming, but before he could say something, Chloé stepped in front of Marinette. “1 
invited her.” 


There was a gasp and a chorus of whispers through the crowd that formed around the scene. 
Chloé could feel Marinette’s eyes on her back, obviously wondering what in the world she was doing. 
Chloé’s eyes scanned the crowd and then found the shocked face of her father. Any other day she might 
have cared about appearances. Hell, Chloé from one year ago would have never pulled something like 
that. But right now, she was tired of hiding and, frankly, she really couldn’t give a damn about the 
opinions of those walking fossils or any rumor that would go through the tabloids tomorrow. Let them all 
see what an amazing girlfriend she had. Chloé stepped next to Marinette and held her hand. She glanced 
at her girlfriend and she smiled encouragingly. 


“This is Marinette, and we have been dating for seven months,” Chloé stated proudly. 


“And four days,” Marinette added with a smile. 


“And four days!” Chloé cleared her throat. “She is an amazing girlfriend, very sweet and caring. But 
she could also kick your ass as showcased earlier. “ Chloé pointed to the still-fainted bodyguard. “And we 
are the ultimate power couple of Paris. So, if you don’t like it, you'd better suck it up, because frankly, I ran 
out of damns to give.” 


She didn’t plan it. She didn’t even think about it. But on the spur of the moment and because of the 
easiness she felt once the secret was off her chest, Chloé acted impulsively. She dipped Marinette and 
kissed her passionately. Her girlfriend giggled against her lips. 


“Did I ever tell you how amazing you are?” 
“Later,” Chloé whispered against her lips. “Just kiss me now.” 


Marinette wrapped her hands around Chloé’s neck and their lips met again. In the distance, the 
fireworks went off, creating a show of colour in the night sky. And the night turned out better than either 
of them expected. 
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Ше artofasexual chicken (ог, relationship communication 101) 
by ren 
part i. adrien. 


They fit together extremely well - it’s in the way that Marinette doesn’t comment on the way 
Adrien keeps his shirt on when the class goes to Calais for a trip just before summer break; and the way 
she’s quick to make his clothes boxier, easier to fake the figure Adrien knows he wishes he had. 


But it’s also that - well, Adrien is, regardless of whatever parts he has, still a teenaged (nearly 
college-aged) boy. It feels callous to say that he has needs - but the fact of the matter is that he does, and 
Marinette is - well. She’s attractive. Petite and lithe, with inconspicuously coiled muscles, and the way she 
moves at night, amongst Paris’ twinkling lights is incandescent. Adrien really doesn’t have the words for it, 
but really, both Marinette and Ladybug have fascinated him since he first met them, both the mask and 
the wonderful woman behind it. 


And that really is the simple truth. 


But the truth also lies in the fact that Marinette always shies away when Adrien asks about 
moving past kissing, past chaste pecks in the hallways during lycée, and the not-so-chaste ones taken 
hiding in the shadows of alleyways during midnight patrols. Those are the most exhilarating ones, the 
kisses stolen beneath the Eiffel Tower and the watchful eye of the silver moon. It’s everything Adrien’s 
father has ever disapproved of, and it’s also everything Adrien has ever wanted. 


Adrien wants to take this next step - he trusts Marinette, with his life and nearly every secret 
between them (and between both their day life and the lesser known night life, Adrien finds that there are 
very little secrets between them. this also means that he knows about the many, many posters that used to 
line her bedroom walls – and the schedule too. he hadn’t let her live it down for nearly a month. it was 
kind of cute though. objectively speaking.) 


He just has to figure out what’s holding her back; ifit’s her insecurities, Adrien will do his best to 
soothe them. If it’s something else, something they haven't yet talked about, then he'll wait until she feels 
comfortable enough to talk to him. A cat is nothing if not patient, after all. 


(He forgets that the ladybug is even more so; at the end of the day, the ladybug is still as much 
predator as it is prey – both cats and ladybugs are cut from the same cloth, and how easy that is to forget.) 


part ii. marinette. 
“Uh, girl, Nino just texted me.” 


Marinette looks up from her physics homework - and hopes that she doesn't look like a deer in 
the headlights. Alya is lounging on her desk chair, feet propped on Marinette’s desk, phone in hand. She 
looks decidedly judgmental over her glasses, and Marinette places her pencil down with a soft sigh. 


“You wanna take a guess, or should I just tell you?” Alya slides her feet off from the desk, crossing 
them beneath her. 


Marinette gnaws on the flesh of her lower lip, and goes cross-eyed at the cloyingly chemical taste 
of her lip gloss. “Not...really? Just tell me.” Like a bandaid, she tells herself. 


Alya shakes a finger at her. “Apparently, you've been avoiding Adrien.” She shakes her head, 
clicking her tongue. “Nino says he’s worried sick. Did something happen between you two?” 


“Nothing happened,” Marinette mumbles. Her physics homework is full of errors, and not for the 
first time, she thinks about how much easier – and bearable – this would be with Adrien. 


Alya snorts. “I smell bullshit, Mari.” She unfurls from the chair, sliding onto Marinette’s bed, and 
throws an arm around the other girl’s shoulders. “You wanna tell me what's going on?” 


Marinette shoves her physics homework off the bed, and flops backwards onto Alya. “You told me 
to tell him, and I didn't,” she mutters. “And now Adrien wants to take...that step, and 1 don't know how to 
turn him down without turning it into an insult.” 


She buries her face into a pillow, and resists the urge to scream. Marinette really, really does like 
Adrien - especially now that she knows the person, and not the model. He's sweet, and thoughtful, and 
despite all the modelling he's done, painfully insecure about certain parts of himself. He jokes and he does 
his best to cheer her up - and they fit together. Like puzzle pieces, Marinette thinks. 


It's so unbearably sappy that she really does scream into her pillow. Alya, half sympathetic, half 
laughing at the entire thing runs a hand through her hair, and rubs circles into Marinette’s back. 


“You know he's not gonna care, right?” Alya’s hair tickles the паре of Marinette's neck – shorn and 
feather-wisp edges of the bob she’d gotten at the beginning of summer vacation. It looked awfully grown 
up compared to Marinette’s new bun. (entirely singular, of course.) “Mari, Adrien’s not gonna care that 
you don't want to have sex and - well, if he does, then 111 kick his ass for you, got it?” 


She pokes Marinette in the sides. “Got it?” Alya asks again. “I’ve got your back, Mari. I don't care if 
his face is insured for a hundred euros, or something.” 


“Two thousand euros,” Marinette mumbles through the pillow. “He’s got an expensive face, Alya.” 


Alya laughs – half out of shock, the rest out of genuine laughter. “Oh my god, Mari,” she wheezes, 
burying her face in Marinette’s back. “Please, never change.” 


“Can't promise anything,” Marinette jokes dryly. “You know how I get with those moon phases...” 


The vibration of Alya’s body- shaking laughter is her only response. 


part iii. adrien. 


After nearly a week of playing hide-and-seek, Marinette meets Adrien at the front of lycée. He 
blinks, once, then twice - and fights the urge to rub his eyes to make sure that this is really his girlfriend. 


“Marinette?” He asks, a little warily. She’s been avoiding him for a week, and Adrien hasn’t gotten 
а reason, and what if she’s going to – 


“Adrien,” Marinette greets in response. It’s as warm as always, like butter melting over the 
croissants from her parent’s Boulangerie, but there’s a nervous lilt to it. It reminds Adrien a little too 
much of college. He’d be lying if he said that it didn't put him a little bit on edge. “W-we...” The stutter’s 
back too, he notes. Adrien feels a little numb. Is this the end of it? Is Marinette going to end it all between 
them? 


His girlfriend - maybe soon to be ex-girlfriend, and every atom in Adrien’s body screams about 
how wrong it feels to be thinking that, that his Lady would leave him like that (she wouldn't, he tells 
himself. absolutely not. ‘til the end of the line. she promised.) - looks at him, red cheeks, and sky-bright 
eyes. 


“IwanttotalktoyouafterschoolattheBoulangerieokaythat'salllguessbye!” 


She runs off, her face red like in they're in collegé all over again, and Adrien half expects to see her 
trademark pigtails streaming behind her as she runs away. 


That's...not a breakup opening...right? Adrien gapes at the spot where Marinette had just been, and 
tells himself that if he knows anything about Marinette, after two years together in collegé, and three 


years in lycée, that Marinette refuses to conduct messy business in the Boulangerie. It’s a solid sort of 
modus operandi. 


So, Adrien shoulders his messenger bag, and ignores the stares and whispers with the steady 
surety that only celebrities seem to have - and pushes into the main building. Six hours of class, he thinks, 
sliding into his desk beside Nino. Six hours of the waiting game. 


Nino looks up at where Msr. Sokolov – a heavyset Russian man with a history in bodybuilding, of 
all things – is scrawling calculus equations on the SmartBoard, and back to Adrien. “You look like youre in 
a better mood. Marinette finally talk to you again?” 


It’s not the right thing to say. Adrien slides down into his chair until his chin catches on the lip of 
the desk. 


Nino blinks - he looks vaguely alarmed, in all honesty. “Uh...should I take that as a no, or...?” 


“No, she talked to me,” Adrien mumbled. “And now I've got six hours of the waiting game ahead of 
me.” Six hours, he laments. For all that she’s unwaveringly kind, Marinette is capable of harsh cruelty. 
Even if it is unintentional. 


Nino, to his credit, just makes a thoughtful noise and nods. “Hey,” he says. Msr. Sokolov is still 
scrawling the calculus equations on the SmartBoard, though it’s steadily turning from French to Russian. 
“Cheer up, dude. We're doing a lab in physics today.” 


Adrien groans, and quietly, presses his forehead to the desk. Six hours, he thinks. 


Nino pats his back, and goes back to trying to copy down the Cyrillic and Calculus on the board. 


part iv. marinette 


Alya's laughing at her, and Marinette thinks that maybe she should've traded Alya in for a best 
friend who isn’t entirely unsympathetic. To Alya’s credit, she did put up with Marinette's three-year-long 
pining period over Adrien before one (or both, really it was both of them) of them decided enough was 
enough and they met somewhere in that tumultuous middle. 


“Oh my god,” Alya wheezes. Her face is red, and she looks suspiciously close to mirthful tears. “I 
can't believe it! Girl, we just need to get the pigtails back and it's - oh my god - it’s collegé all over again.” 
She makes a weak grab towards Marinette’s bun. 


Marinette moodily stabs at her lunch with a chopstick. Her cheeks are burning red, and 
goddamnit, Alya is right. She's fallen back into college habits all over again. 


“Mari, Mari – babe, let me just – ” Alya makes another grab for her bun, and Marinette falls 
forwards, (forehead, meet table.) just barely missing her lunch. “Mari.” 


“No, Alya.” She doesn’t want to talk about this - this regression. The impending blackout. The 
impending disaster. 


There’s a certain danger to orbiting someone with the amount of gravity that Marinette does 
Adrien. Devotion is a tricky thing, a two-sided blade - like some sort of voodoo magic, harm to the one 
turns to harm to the both and – it makes her 50, so nervous. She’s been burnt before. And this, her self- 
imposed six-hour countdown, is like waiting for the Sun to finally implode. It’s 92.96 million miles away, 
but she and everyone around her knows that distance is negligible. The resulting shockwaves are going to 
ripple through their solar system, and disturb the careful orbits they’ve all maintained since college, 


Marinette, like every human being before her, maintains a careful fear of the Sun’s imminent 
implosion. Being a superheroine during the night (and the day too, it’s not really like Hawkmoth or any of 


their other nemeses really discriminate.) does nothing to quell that fear. It’s one more oddity that settles 
atop her skin like all the many that have been with her for as long as she can remember. 


“It'll be fine.” Alya has her chin propped up with one hand, absentmindedly stroking the Fox 
Miraculous, omnipresent as it always is, her eyes serious and calm. “Adrien’s had your back since, what, 
first year collegé?” She flicks her hair behind her ear. “If you feel like you can't trust the boy, remember 
that he’s also your partner. He was your partner before he was your boyfriend, Mari. And that’s got to 
count for something.” 


Marinette looks up from the table. Alya quirks an eyebrow at her, knowing as always. 
“Okay,” Marinette says softly. “I’ve always been able to trust Chat.” 


Alya beams. “Atta girl.” 


part v. adrien 


If this is how an astronaut feels while waiting for the countdown to takeoff whittle away, then 
Adrien never wants to become an astronaut. 


Three hours and twenty-five minutes, Adrien thinks during lunch. Marinette is with Alya, and it 
looks like they’re talking about...something, as Marinette bangs her forehead to the table. 


Two hours and six minutes, Adrien thinks during the physics lab. He’s doing the equations half- 
heartedly. Marinette has Physics when he has Calculus, but Alya is in his Physics class. She makes the 
zipped lips gesture from across the room and whips around just in time to stop Nathaniel from 
accidentally screwing up the lab. 


Forty-five minutes, Adrien thinks in English. Miss Chaucer is scribbling verbs and adverbs onto the 
chalkboard, and Adrien’s notebook is a mess of half-aware scribbles and messy, likely-incorrect English. 
English was always Marinette’s strong suit. She took to languages easily, picking up Mandarin quickly, and 
understanding English with ease. 


Adrien sighs, and crosses out his incorrect spelling of quickly. 


Marinette has English with him, and she’s across the classroom, scrawling into her notebook. 
Some of her hair is loose from her bun, framing the swan’s curve of her neck – and Adrien has it bad. He 
barely avoids the urge to bang his head onto the desk. 


Thirty minutes, Adrien thinks. 


Across the room, Marinette meets his gaze. Her eyes are calmer, less like college, more like she is 
on patrol. More like she is now, calm and in control, if not bumbling and unsure at times. 


He gives her a small smile, a strained quirk of the lips - and knows that he looks worried. It would 
be hard not to be. 


Stop worrying, Marinette mouths, one hand covering the side of her mouth from Miss Chaucer’s 
laser-trained gaze. Twenty-five minutes left. 


Twenty-five minutes left, Adrien thinks. In the front of the classroom, Miss Chaucer begins to write 
out the date for an upcoming test. Twenty-four minutes left. 


The countdown resumes. 


part vi. marinette. 


To Adrien’s credit, he does catch up to her just outside of lyceé. He looks a little disheveled, 
clothing sticking a little closer to him than Marinette knows he prefers. 


“C’mere,” she says. They’re on the sidewalk, just out of the way of foot traffic. “Let me fix your 
shirt.” 


“My - " Adrien looks down at his shirt. “Oh. Sure.” 


Marinette pulls it down, fixes the crooked way it sits across his shoulders and there - immaculate 
once more. “Mama and Papa will grill you,” she warns him distractedly. “They've been asking after you, 
you know.” 


She misses the soft look he gives her, all molten honey and fading starlight. “Is that...is that the 
only reason why we're going to the Boulangerie?” He asks. 


Marinette looks up. The times where Adrien sounds like that - so small and insecure are rare 
these days. (she can think of a few exceptions but – as much as Gabriel Agreste is an icon in the fashion 
industry, as revolutionary as he was, a good fashion designer does not a good parent make.) 


“Not at all!” she yelps, lurching forwards to grip Adrien’s hands in hers. “Why – why would you 
think that?” She knows why but - Marinette is a coward in many ways. Especially with Adrien. 


“You've been avoiding me,” Adrien reminds her. “Sure, we've talked while on patrol, as Ladybug 
and Chat Noir but - you've been avoiding being alone with me. Renard and Turte Verde are always with 


us. 


It sounds mournful. Hesitant - like Adrien is pulling away in anticipation of this great and terrible 
something. How unfair, Marinette thinks faintly, still gripping her boyfriend’s hands in a vice, / think I’ve 
been selfish. She can practically hear Alya’s no duh reverberating in the silence between them. 


They haven’t had a communication issue this bad since the end of collegé. 


“Adrien,” Marinette starts. “I’m not breaking up with you.” And that’s the simple and honest truth. 
Marinette isn’t going into this with the anticipation of ending her and Adrien – she cherishes it too much 
to try and consider that. She loves him, trusts him - he’s the literal yin to her yang. They’ve been 
intertwined since Marinette became Ladybug on the first day of lyceé and Adrien took up Chat Noir’s 
mantle. It’s a soul deep bond - Marinette knows. No one goes into the superhero gig without coming out 
bound to someone or something, and they are no exception. 


“Tve just been...uncertain about something,” she tells him. They begin to merge with the hustle 
and bustle of Paris’ afternoon traffic, and Adrien shifts his hand to grip tightly to hers like it’s his lifeline. 
“Т wasn’t sure how to approach it but – well, Alya gave me a kick and told me to get over myself and just 
do it. We're partners, Adrien.” 


He looks at her, and she looks at him. Together, they are Paris’ last bastion, steady and ever 
constant. There is doubt, and waves rock the ship, but Marinette knows that after four years of fighting, 
that if she can trust him with her life, she can trust Adrien with this as well. 


“And that means I can trust you with this.” She swings their intertwined hands and smiles faintly 
at him. “But I want to save it until we get to the Boulangerie, so Mama and Papa can feed you a bit first.” 


Adrien smiles at her, wide and truly sunny for the first time that day, and swings their hands as 
well. “Trying to butter me up, I get it.” 


“Was that a pun?” 


He laughs, loud and full bodied. “Maybe,” Adrien admits. “We knead to lighten the mood a little, 
Mari.” 


“Ugh,” she groans, shoving at him with her free hand. “You're terrible. Incorrigible. You and Papa 
are going to kill me with your terrible puns.” 


“I dough my best to please, My Lady.” 


Marinette knocks their hands into his side, and as they go, closer and closer to Marinette’s 
impending doom/inevitable breakdown, Adrien's terrible puns give her some comfort. All’s not lost, he 
seems to be saying. We’ll get through this. 


They always do. 


part vii. adrien. 


It takes nearly an hour before Adrien and Marinette can retreat up into Marinette’s room. Mme. 
Dupain-Cheng and Msr. Dupain-Cheng are as enthusiastic as Adrien remembers, ever the warmth to his 
father's unyielding chill. Also, the way that Marinette turns endearingly red after Adrien and Msr. Dupain- 
Cheng took turns exchanging puns for nearly ten minutes straight is great. Adorable - so many things that 
Adrien doesn’t really have words for. 


(It still strikes him as...odd that Marinette’s parents are so nonchalant about letting him, 
Marinette’s teenaged boyfriend, up into her bedroom unsupervised. there are certain things that make ії a 
little different than the norm, but at the end of ће day, that really doesn't change much.) 


Marinette’s bedroom is still as pink as it was when they were in !yceé, though the decorations have 
gotten more tasteful, and there are at least twice the amount of dress forms than before. Eerie, headless 
figures in the shadows - Adrien's still conflicted on them. 


He eyes them warily out from the corners of his vision, and picks his way over to Marinette's 
Chaise. (the dress forms are safely in sight. creepy things.) Marinette watches him, amusement flickering 
over her features, before settling into her desk chair. 


“Т can't believe you're scared of my dress forms, Adrien,” she laughs, fiddling with a scrap of swatch 
fabric. 


Adrien sticks his tongue out at her, despite himself, and pulls his knees up to sit criss-cross on the 
chaise. “They're basically headless people,” he stresses. “But that’s not important right now.” 


Marinette sighs, and folds the swatch away. “I know, I know,” she murmurs. “The talk.” 


She looks so painfully insecure, and it pulls at Adrien. But distance is important for Marinette 
when they talk serious, important matters. Adrien learned this through both sides of the mask – Chat first, 
then Adrien. For all that she claims that most of Ladybug is the mask, Adrien knows that most of Ladybug 
is Marinette, just as Chat is most of him. The mask is just a fancy, magic-imbued placebo. 


“Mari, it’s okay.” Adrien smiles at her from across the room, and leans back into the chaise just a 
smidge. “I was... was so nervous when І decided to tell you about...this.” He gestures to his chest, to the 
mastectomy scars, faded and hidden beneath boxy t-shirts and tank tops. “But we got through that.” We 
always do, he doesn't say. 


Marinette smiles at him, and it’s weak, but shining. “Thanks. I feel – I feel a little better about this 


„ 


now. 
Adrien nods. “Deep breaths. You can tell me anything, I swear.” 


She breathes in. Out. Twice, then thrice. Marinette meets his eyes, and hers are calm with a thread 
of uncertainty – the sea just before dusk – and she shakes her head as if trying to clear the nerves. 


‘Tm asexual,” she blurts. “Like, I - I’m not comfortable with sex or having sex. And it doesn't mean 
that I don’t love you, it’s just – I’m not really...into having sex. I guess.” 


For a moment, there is a terrible silence between them. Adrien takes the moment to process and 
think about it – and he gets it. In the time Before, when Father still called him Adrienne, when he was still 
young and Mama was still with them, Adrien had struggled with this - the idea that he wasn’t Adrienne, 
that the dresses and the long hair made him want to claw his skin off. The idea that he had to be a girl, that 
he had to wear the dresses, had to respond to “there's Mommy’s perfect little girl!”, had to wear his hair 
long and stare at his doe eyes and cherub cheeks in the mirror had made him sick enough to cry. 


Coming out hadn’t been easy for him. Coming out couldn't be easy for Marinette. 


He looks at his girlfriend - at Marinette, and at the way she picks at the hem of her pants, likely 
hand stitched, a Dupain-Cheng original, and the way the roses are gone from her cheeks. 


Adrien realizes that...he really doesn’t care. Yes, he’s got a sex drive, and...urges, like many 
teenagers before him, and many teenagers to come, but he cares more about Marinette, Ladybug - his 
partner and his girlfriend than something as trivial as his sex drive. 


(In a more Alya-like way of putting it - Adrien has a hand. he knows how to use it.) 
“Okay,” is all he says. 


“Okay?” Marinette parrots, and the roses are coming back to her cheeks, and she looks more alive 
than she has this past week. “You're – you don't mind?” 


Adrien cocks his head. “Why would I?” He asks. “Mari, you accepted me and my bouquet of issues, 
past and present, you go out of your way to help me with this,” he gestures to his chest once more. “We're 
superheroes. Animal themed superheroes, as a matter of fact.” 


He stands, and crosses the divide. Takes her hands in his and holds them tight. “Mari, we’re a 
team. I wouldn't care, even if you told me that you wanted to cut off all your hair, change your name, and 
move to Taiwan.” 


Marinette stares at him for a moment and then – then, she beams, and it feels like the sun coming 
out from behind the clouds after an eternity of rain and dark skies. “Thank you,” she says, moving down to 
meet him. 


“Don’t thank me,” Adrien says simply. “It’s a decent human being thing, Mari.” 


“Okay,” Marinette mumbles into his shoulder. “Okay.” 


part vii. marinette. 


They fit together extremely well - it’s in the way Adrien respects Marinette’s feelings on sex; and 
the way that, on Friday, he meets her under the Eiffel Tower’s watchful eye, tail lashing and eyes greener 
than the forests of Germany. There’s a tiny box in his claw-tipped hand; Renard and Turte Verde are off in 
another sector of Paris, and they’re alone. 


“What's that?” Ladybug swings down from her perch at the very top, scarlet red and jet black in 
the moonlit night. The ribbon in her hair flaps behind her in the breeze, and she pecks Chat on the cheek 
in greeting. 


Chat pops open the box. The hematite ring gleams dully in the pulsing night-time light, and 
Ladybug cocks her head in confusion. “It’s for you. Here, give me your right hand.” He slides it on over the 
red and black of her suit, until it sits comfortably on her middle finger, looking like, for all intents and 
purposes, that it had been there all along. 


“I read something about ace rings online,” Chat rambles, rocking back and forth on the heels of his 
boots. “They're not well known, but it’s supposed to be an affirmation. Black rings for solidarity.” 


Ladybug holds her hand out into the light, expression inscrutable. She looks at him, her partner 
and boyfriend. He looks nervous, anticipating - something. No great and terrible something, 
but...something. 


She twists the ring around her finger. It’s comfortable, and it fits like it was always there and - the 
gesture is so sweet, and so Adrien. 


“Thank you,” she says softly. “I love it a lot.” 
“I told you,” he says, knocking their shoulders together. “We'll get through it. We always do.” 
And that really is the simple truth. 


At Last 
by miraculousstorytelling 


Music filtered through the streets as Marinette scanned the crowd. So far, no familiar faces, but 
she had to admit the turnout was impressive. Rainbow flags flapped in the wind almost everywhere she 
looked, and people in elaborate costumes wandered in between others holding signs or wearing shirts for 
the parade. She could swear she even caught sight of a few people dressed as Ladybug and Chat Noir, the 
costumes decked out in stripes of color. 


“Can you see them?” Alya called up to her. 


“No.” Marinette carefully balanced on Alya’s shoulders as she refocused her attention to find 
Adrien and Nino among the hundreds of people filling the streets. “They did say they were here, right?” 


“Ten minutes ago.” Alya frowned. “See, this is why I told you we should have come together.” 


“I know, I know,” Marinette said absently. “I didn't think there’d be so many people out here 
already.” Suddenly, a familiar red cap and blond head of hair wandered into her line of sight, and 
Marinette brightened. “I see them!” 


“Finally!” Alya sighed, looking over in the same direction. “Where-” 


Marinette cut her off by waving and yelling, nearly toppling the two of them over in the process. 
Luckily, Alya managed to hold them steady while Marinette shouted to caught their attention, “Hey! Over 
here!” 


Nino spotted her first and responded with a bright smile and a wave of his own while he guided 
Adrien over to Alya’s side. 


“Sorry we kept you. Mr. Model here had to make sure he looked, and I quote, purrfect,” Nino said, 
slinging an arm over Adrien’s shoulder. 


Adrien scoffed. “I’m wearing a Dupain-Cheng original. I have to make sure I look good.” 
Marinette chuckled. “How considerate.” 


“Please,” Alya rolled her eyes while she bent forward to let Marinette down onto the ground. “Like 
you need to worry about that. You could make a paper bag look good.” 


“It’s true,” the other three agreed in almost perfect unison. 
“Besides,” Nino tacked on, gesturing down to his own shirt, “We're all wearing Marinette’s stuff.” 


“And we all look great in them.” Marinette assured him before reaching over to squeeze Adrien’s 
hand. “You're feeling okay about this?” 


Adrien nodded and sent her a warm smile. “Pawsitive.” 
Nino groaned. “Come on, dude, you promised. No more cat puns.” 


“Right. I did promise that.” Adrien leaned over for a soft peck on the corner of Nino’s lips. “I 
apawlogize.” 


Nino frowned. “You did that on purpose.” 
“Purrhaps...” Adrien grinned, looking entirely too pleased with himself. 
“Knock it off, you two!” Alya dug out her phone to start recording. “It’s starting!” 


Sure enough, the crowd began to part, leaving a space for the parade to pass by. The pulsing beat 
of music grew louder as the air filled with cheers and shouts from everyone around them. When the 


beginning of the parade finally came into view, the group cheered and waved handmade rainbow flags. 
They danced together to the upbeat song filling the air, drinking in the joyful mood all around them. Nino 
even managed to pull Alya away from filming long enough to have her join in. 


More than anything else, the energy and excitement was contagious. Marinette had hoped for a 
positive atmosphere, especially for Adrien, but she was amazed at how it felt to actually be there ina 
crowd full of people enthusiastically cheering for the same things she believed in. Everywhere she looked, 
people were relaxed, even waving to the cameras roaming through the audience or sending a wink or a 
kiss. 


Every group that passed by earned a roar of approval from the crowd around them. Marinette did 
her best to join in, but she could hardly see what was happening. Her fingers itched for her yo-yo, so she 
could soar up overhead and actually catch a glimpse of the incredible parade. 


“Need a lift?” 

Marinette turned to see Nino looking over at her. “What?” 

“Here.” He bent down. “Get on my shoulders. You'll see better from up there.” 

She grinned and quickly climbed up. “You're the best!” 

“Hey, I thought I was the best,” Alya called up to her. 

“Sorry, babe,” Marinette teased and bent over to kiss Nino. “You've been replaced.” 
Adrien scoffed. “If anyone’s the best in this relationship, it’s obviously me.” 


Alya tucked her phone in her pocket and scaled Adrien’s shoulders. “Not a chance.” She leaned 
over to tug Marinette into a soft, lingering kiss. “I’m still the best.” 


They were interrupted by a voice nearby. “It looks like quite a turnout today. A lot of young people 
and quite a few familiar faces.” 


Marinette glanced over to the familiar sound of Nadja Chamack, her camera panning the crowd 
nearby. Her stomach dropped at the idea of Adrien’s father seeing them on the evening news, and she 
called down to Adrien, “I think you're about to be a breaking story.” 


Adrien looked over at the small camera crew, and for a moment, Marinette could swear she saw a 
hint of concern in his eyes. All too soon, however, he turned back to the parade. “Well, he has to find out 
sometime.” 


“Yeah, and maybe I'll be the rumored girlfriend this time,” Alya joked as she filmed a man dancing 
on the back of the bus driving by, “I’m tired of Marinette getting all the attention.” 


“Tell me about it,” Nino said, “T'd love some rumors about me and Adrien.” 
“I think I saw a rumor that you two were cousins.” Alya chuckled. 
Nino scowled. “Not what I meant.” 


“Don’t worry. You'll all have a chance to be stalked by paparazzi, I promise.” Adrien nudged Nino’s 
side, sending him a grateful smile. 


Sure enough, the news caught sight of them, Adrien cheering his heart out while Marinette and 
Nino joined in. Marinette couldn’t overhear what was said, especially with the music playing, but she 
knew Adrien was the focus. By the look on his face, he knew, too, and it was almost a relief. 


After nearly an hour of shouting and dancing in place while the parade slowly filtered by, Alya and 
Marinette joined Adrien and Nino on the ground. 


“Thanks for letting me be tall for a little while,” Marinette chuckled, giving Nino a quick kiss. 
“Anytime.” Nino chuckled. 

Alya smiled. “Okay, quick group photo before we eat. Ready?” 

The four huddled together, snapping a few shots before Alya was satisfied. 


“Seriously, it’s unfair that you still look as amazing as you did this morning,” Alya griped. “We're 
all gross, sweaty messes, and your stupid hair still looks perfect.” 


“Т always look great.” Adrien shrugged. “Guess I’m just cursed.” 
“Ugh, give it Agreste.” Marinette looped her arms through Adrien’s and Alya’s. “Let’s go eat.” 
Adrien stared down at her. “Wait, did you just-” 


Alya laughed and rewarded Marinette’s pun with a quick kiss. “I say we dump some water on him. 
See how well that hair holds up.” 


“I’m game.” Nino slipped his hand into Alya’s. 


“Oh, come on, that’s three against one,” Adrien complained, despite the lingering grin on his lips. 
“No fair.” 


“It's almost like you're being punished.” Nino peeked over at him. “Purrhaps.” 
“My puns were my downfall.” Adrien sighed. 


“I always knew they would be.” Marinette led them down the road. “But at least you'll get some 
good food out of it.” 


— 
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Pillow Talk 
by chatchevalier 


The sun had risen some time ago, though the light was still dim, and Adrien’s room slowly 
brightened as the light leaked through the storm clouds that clustered outside, suffusing the room with an 
almost stifling warmth. Nino stirred lazily, and leaned into the comforting weight on his back. He didn’t 
know what time it was--was it even still morning, or had they passed into afternoon already? He was 
willing stay there with his boyfriend all day, without complaint. 


His boyfriend. Nino grinned at the thought; such a simple phrase, but one that he couldn't stop 
repeating to himself. He loved Adrien no matter what; they were best friends. But finding out after so long 
that his deeper feelings were, in fact, requited... Nino thought he might burst. 


Nino could feel a heavy, steady stream of warm air against his neck, and he tried to roll over 
without waking Adrien up. They were near enough that Nino could feel the heat radiating off Adrien’s 
skin underneath their shared blanket, and despite his best efforts, he managed to wake the sleeping 
beauty. 


Adrien’s eyes fluttered open, staring right into Nino’s. Nino’s heart stopped, shot by an arrow from 
Adrien’s clear, piercing green eyes. Adrien smacked his mouth a few times, wet his lips, and croaked out, 
“Morning.” 


Nino smiled sheepishly. “Hey, dude. Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you up.” 
Adrien shook his head blearily. “N-no, it’s--I should’ve... should be up by now anyway.” 
Nino propped his head up on his hand. “Sleep well?” 


Adrien stretched, groaning involuntarily as he pulled out the stiffness in his back. “Mmm. Yeah. 
You?” 


“Definitely.” Nino’s smile grew more confident; one might even call it sly. “I had a great dream.” 


Adrien’s cheeks, rosy from the warm air and warm sunlight, grew pinker. “Wh-what was the 
dream about?” 


Nino opened his mouth, then paused and frowned. “I don’t remember. But it doesn’t matter, I 
guess. It can’t measure up to last night.” 


He brought a hand out from under the covers and gently brushed Adrien’s bangs back from where 
they had fallen over his eyes. His fingertips lingered on his forehead for a moment before he drew back, 
but Adrien reached up and trapped Nino’s hand with his own against his cheek. He scooted closer on the 
bed and, after a moment’s hesitation, brought their lips together. 


Nino swallowed his grin and responded, and the two of them lay there lazily, languidly kissing, for 
so long that Adrien almost drifted back to sleep. Maybe it was because he was still tired from staying up 
so late the night before, but it also just felt... natural. Comfortable. Right. 


Adrien broke away from the kiss and gave Nino a dopey smile. “Morning,” he whispered. 
Nino tapped his nose. “We already did this, dude.” 


“Yeah, but I wasn’t properly awake then,” Adrien replied. He cupped his hand around Nino’s neck. 
“I’m good now.” 


It was such a cheesy thing to say, but Nino could tell by the earnest look on his face that he wasn’t 
trying to make a joke out of it. Nino’s heart felt like it might burst. His hand trailed down to rest at 
Adrien’s waist, and he let it linger there. “You're being cute,” he warned. 


Adrien blushed. “You're one to talk.” 
Nino arched an eyebrow. “What's that supposed to mean?” 


“Oh, come on,” Adrien replied, growing redder. “I mean, you-you're not wearing your glasses, and 
your hair’s all--” He ran quickly his hand up the back of Nino’s head in lieu of finishing his sentence, 
making his bedhead messier. 


“Oh my god.” 


“I mean, you're hot the rest of the time too, man,” Adrien said quickly. “It’s just, you know...” Не 
trailed off. “I mean, you do know, right? I’m your best friend. You can trust me. And you're my best friend, 
so I usually trust you to make me stop talking by now, before I embarrass myself.” 


Nino smiled bemusedly. “Sorry?” 


Adrien scoffed, his cheeks still glowing, and he pulled his hands from Nino’s hair to bury his face 
in them. When he had collected himself, he looked over at Nino, who was staring hard at him. The 
intensity of his gaze would have made him a blushing mess all over again, if not for the deep creases on 
his forehead. 


“What’s wrong?” 


Nino blinked hard, and his brow cleared. “Uh, nothing. Well, okay, not exactly. It’s just--there’s 
something I meant to tell you last night, and we just... never got around to it? I missed the right time to 
bring it up, and then you told me that you liked me, so we started talking about us, and--” He took a deep 
breath, and let it out, hard. 


“Tm gay.” 


Adrien's instinctual reaction was to laugh. “Т, uh, I thought we covered that already, especially 
since you really seemed to enjoy all the kissing last night.” 


“Yeah, okay, true,” Nino replied, frowning uncertainly. “Sorry. Maybe it was a given, but I just--I 
don’t know, man. I had this whole big speech planned, where Га lead with that and then segue into, you 
know, the other thing, but I let you go first, and you just kind of jumped the gun on that.” 


Adrien reached out and grasped Nino’s shoulder, propping his head up with his other hand, and 
struggled to come up with a good response. 


“Hey, no, доп be sorry, man,” he said. “I mean, if it’s important to you, then it’s important. Like, if 
it’s something you feel like you have to say, or it’s something you want to say, then don’t be afraid to say 
it. You can tell me, dude.” 


“Alright, don't get too mushy on me,” Nino replied. “Because, like, the next place I’m going with 
this is to let you know that youre not the only one. Dudes are hot. I just like you best.” 


“Aww, likewise.” Adrien smiled. “And, like, thanks for telling me, dude. Babe.” 
Nino laughed. “Sorry, run that by me again?” 


“Listen, I just thought, I don't know, we're dating now,” Adrien said. “So it feels kinda weird to 
keep calling each other ‘dude’ and stuff, right? Aren’t couples supposed to have, like, pet names for each 
other?” 


“Oh.” Nino considered this. “Yeah, that totally makes sense. So, what, like, cher? Honey? Darling? 
Those are all kind of lame.” 


“Yeah, Nino, get a little more creative,” Adrien chided. “Hmm. How do you feel about mon ange? 
Muffin? Gentle moonbeam?” 


“Sparkling lemonade?” 

“Baby’s breath?” 

“Dweeb supreme?” 

“Dorkasaurus?” 

Nino burst out laughing. “Hey, that’s not fair. I came up with that one.” 

“I’m sorry, my sweet bluejay, were you planning on using it?” Adrien asked. 


Nino didn’t answer; he simply rolled onto his back to get air back into his lungs. Tears streamed 
down the side of his face, running through ready-made ruts of laughter lines. 


Adrien began chuckling along, despite himself. “What are you laughing at?” 


“Nothing,” Nino managed. He gulped down some air and sobered up. “Well, you, a little. But I 
mean, I’m not laughing at anything. I’m just--” He glanced at Adrien, who now stared down at him, and 
found it hard to swallow down a soft, genuine smile. “I’m just ina really good mood,” he finished softly. 


Adrien smiled back. “Me, too.” 


In a movement that still felt a little awkward, although marginally less so this time without Nino’s 
glasses to get in the way, the two kissed for a long while, with considerably more energy than before. But 
they were interrupted after a minute or two, by an abrupt knock at the door. 


“Adrien, are you and your guest coming down for breakfast?” 


He broke apart from Nino and cleared his throat. “Yeah, we'll be down in a minute, Nathalie.” He 
held his breath, but Nathalie didn’t come in, and the sound of her high heels clicking down the steps let 
them know that the coast was clear. Adrien lowered himself back onto the bed, and rolled onto his back to 
nestle Nino into his arms. 


They wanted to lay there longer, in the warm room and tangled sheets, and pretend that no one 
else in their lives existed for a while. But, for one thing, they were both starving, and breakfast sounded 
like a wonderful idea. And they could always come back to this later. There would be time. 


“Hey, Nino?” Adrien asked. 
“What is it, my beautiful bisexual buttercup?” Nino replied. 


‘Tm really glad you stayed the night.” Adrien squeezed Nino’s forearms, and he returned the 
embrace. 


“Me, too, man.” 


A Couple of Ace Teachers 
by Megatraven 


When the bell rang and signaled to everyone that lunch break had finally come around, students 
excitedly chattered and rushed out the room. Caline Bustier smiled and waved goodbye as the last student 
trickled out before releasing a sigh and letting her shoulders slump. 


She loved her students, she truly did! She just so happened to also love having time to think and 
relax. Sitting down on the edge of her desk, she twisted her body enough so she could look at the two flags 
sticking out from her mug. One for aromantics, the other for asexuals. Tiny, but those and the 
announcement of Pride that upcoming Saturday were enough to pull another smile to her face. 


A knock on the door forced her to refocus on her surroundings. Rather than a student seeking 
help, like she expected, she saw another teacher- Maria Mendeleiev- standing in the frame with a grin on 
her own face. 


"Bustier! Thinking about Saturday, huh?” she asked, a little loudly. 


"Hah, yeah, well, it's getting pretty close now. I'm quite excited, and our students are too, Maria,” 
Caline replied. 


"Well, we do have some pretty good kids.” Maria shrugged and finally entered the room. She 
walked over to the front desk and leaned on it with one arm. "What're your plans this year?" 


"This year, I've decided to attend the parade. I missed it last year, unfortunately, thanks to that 
nasty cold 1 caught,” she said with a sigh. 


Maria laughed at that. "Oh, that was awful timing! I'm pretty sure half the grade was out sick that 
week, and half the staff." 


"It was so sudden, too. I don't think I've seen a bug like that go around in all my years as a 
teacher!" Caline said, laughing into her hand. "Had you gotten ill, too?" 


"Море, not me! Haven't gotten sick in the past ten years." 
"Oh, you're so lucky. You really should tell me your secret to that, one of these days." 
"Sure, sure, one of these days," she said with a roll of her eyes. "Back to pride?” 


Caline nodded. "Right. So while I'm at the parade, I was planning on looking for a few shirts and 
pins. Maybe a bigger flag, too," she mused. "What about yourself?" 


"ГП be at the parade for an hour or two, most likely. I've already got the face paint ready! My 
technique for painting on perfect flags is perfect this time around,” Maria boasted. 


"Thank goodness for that,” Caline laughed, "because I still have the pictures you sent last year!" 


"I was having a crisis, Caline,” she said with a scowl. "You were supposed to help me paint them 
on, but you'd gotten sick so I had to do it myself." 


"I'm sorry, I'm sorry! But hey, at least we can both go this year. Maybe I'll even see you there, 
huh?" 


"Certainly! In fact, we could even plan to meet at one of the asexual booths, how about it?" 
"Sounds like a plan to me. Doing anything else afterwards, then?" 


"T'll be having dinner with my siblings later in the evening. They always go on about being 
supportive of me, but they definitely go overboard a lot of the time. It's a tad exhausting, but their hearts 
are in the right places.” 


"Ah, I understand that. Why not invite them to the parade with you? Maybe the excitement of it all 
will help them wind down by dinner." 


Maria scoffed. "I wish. Unfortunately, it's already too late to invite them this year. They're the sort 
of people to plan their days to the minute, usually. Good plan for next year though, I hope it works." 


"You'll have to keep me updated," Caline said with a grin. "Oh! By the way, are you doing those 
smoke bombs this year?" 


"Oh, most definitely. Those are one of my favorite things to do! I get to combine one aspect of my 
life with another and turn them into something others will get to see and enjoy." She smiled widely at this, 
and an excited gleam appeared in her eyes. "Don't suppose you wanted to help me out with them again?" 


Caline shook her head lightly. "No thanks, I've had a close enough experience with that for my 
lifetime. I really don't need to go home stained with green smoke again.” Her shoulders shook with light 
laughter, and her legs kicked back and forth a little. "Although, it was a fun experience. Maybe if I'm just 
there to watch this time...” 


"Or if you don't light one and stick your head right over it when it doesn't come out immediately,” 
Maria muttered, bursting into loud guffaws when Caline scowled. 


"I thought maybe I did it wrong!" 


"I told you you didn't do it wrong and to back away! You're just stubborn and a bit too curious for 
your own good." 


"You sound like my mother,” she replied dryly. 
"And you act like mine." 
"Point taken. When're you going to set them off?" Caline cocked her head and looked over at her. 


"Whenever I leave the parade, I suppose. I can wait, if you'd prefer to stay longer than I do, 
though,” she answered easily. "Besides, it'd give me time to actually make the stuff." 


"Yeah, alright. I'll be there, probably an hour or so after you've left." 


"Great! In commemoration of you having to deal with smoke bombs again, I'll make a row with 
asexual flag colors." Maria winked, and with her free hand, she pointed a finger gun at Caline. 


Sliding down from her perch on the desk, Caline snorted. "You do that every year anyways, but I 
do appreciate the thought.” Glancing at the chalkboard for a quick moment, she asked, "See you at 10 on 
Saturday, then?" 


"Saturday at 10,” Maria repeated, nodding. Just as she finished speaking, the school bell rang 
again, and both straightened. 


"Looks like class is about to start again. You should really get to your own classroom so you're not 
late.” 


"That'd be best. Saturday at 10, don't forget, Bustier! I expect you to be there on the dot." 


"Whatever you say, Maria. Good luck with the rest of your classes today,” Caline said, watching as 
some of her students returned to the classroom. 


"You, too. Call or email if you need anything before Saturday," Maria replied before taking her 
leave. 


Caline waved goodbye and welcomed her students as they slowly came back in. Her fingers 
brushed the two flags on her desk when she walked around to the board, smiling all the while. 


Getting Into You 
by Samantha-GirlScout 


June 
"Do you have any apartment preferences?" 


Sabrina pushed up her glasses and looked from her textbook to stare at Chloe. They were 
supposed to be studying for their final exams the coming week. But, as per usual, the study session had 
regressed to Sabrina over-studying while her friend lost focus and started fiddling with her phone. Over 
the past few years Chloe had slowly improved her academics, but she still struggled with staying on task. 


"Chloe," Sabrina said, "we've only been at this for an hour." 


"But if I study any more I'm afraid that my brain will fry! Besides, we've already been accepted to 
University. There's no point in worrying about it at this point." 


"I could lose my academic scholarship if I fail, Chloe.” 
"Sabrina we've been over this before. If you'd just let—" 


"Т received a full ride scholarship. That means that, as long as I keep my grades ир, no one has to 
pay for me to go to University." 


The two glared at each other for what felt like hours. 


They’d been fighting on and off about Sabrina's finances for over a year now. Between Chloe's 
stubbornness and Sabrina's pride they couldn't come to an agreement. Chloe was dead set on providing 
for her best friend and Sabrina wanted to prove to herself that she could make something of herself. 


Sabrina also had suspicions that Chloe was still trying to make up for everything that she'd done 
wrong while they were younger. Sure it had been endearing the first few times when she would go out of 
her way to be nice, but now it was starting to aggravate her. 


Because, more than anything, Sabrina just wanted them to move forward. It felt as though their 
friendship would start to stagnate if all Chloe did was wallow in the past. And those of their class that 
liked to take advantage of Chloe's guilt certainly didn't help matters either. 


Eventually, Chloe broke first. 
"Fine," she huffed and went back to her phone. 


Sabrina sighed and returned to studying. It was likely that they would never agree, but for now it 
seemed as though they could put it aside. She turned the page of her textbook and was about to highlight 
a term when Chloe's earlier words suddenly came back to her. She looked up again and gave her a 
quizzical look. 


"Wait, what did you mean by apartment preferences?" 


Chloe raised an eyebrow. "Well I wasn't going to just choose one without asking you first. Unless you 
don't have any preferences, then I'll just go with—" 


"No, no. І know what you mean by preferences. І meant why are you looking at apartments to 
begin with?" 


"You didn't actually expect for us to live in those closets that they call dorms, did you? I love you, 
Sabrina, but I have to draw the line somewhere. Mainly between living like a dog and a human being." 


"But, aren't you living at home?" 


The shift was subtle. One moment Chloe was smirking confidently and the next she wore a blank 
mask as her eyes stayed trained to her phone. Most likely she wasn't actually seeing what was on her 
screen as she scrolled, but she methodically swiped her finger nonetheless. Sabrina gave her a few 
moments, but when Chloe’s silence continued, she called her name and gently placed a hand on her arm. 


"Papa, he..." Chloe cleared her throat. "He says that it's best if I live somewhere else when I 
graduate.” She gripped the phone tighter than strictly necessary. "When we graduate he said that I need 
to find someplace private to live. Since it's sort of a last minute decision he said he'd give me a monthly 
allowance for living expenses until I'm done with University. It won't be as luxurious as I'd hope for us, 
but since it's only our first apartment I imagine—" 


Sabrina turned Chloe so that she could look at her more directly. 


“What do you mean he wants you to live somewhere else? Last month he was talking about how 
he couldn't imagine you living anywhere but at the hotel." 


"Election season is coming up soon. He said that it'd be easier if I kept my... lifestyle somewhere 
else," Chloe said. "He thinks that as soon as I go off to University I'll go to all of these parties and sleep 
around with as many people as I can. I tried to tell him that I wasn't interested in anything like that... But 
he just ignored me. 


"It's ironic, really." Chloe laughed, though to Sabrina it sounded hollow and mirthless. "He makes 
all of these great speeches about how he supports this or that, but the moment we're home all he can talk 
about is how he can't wait for me to 'find the perfect man’ and 'pick the right side.’ 


"It's almost as if he conveniently forgets about how I might not marry a man, let alone anyone. 
And, heaven forbid, I even think about reminding him that this isn't some phase I'm going through. 


“It’s like I’m just some tool for him to use to stay mayor and not his daughter." 


Sabrina squeezed Chloe's arm. She knew it had been rough between them when she'd first talked 
to her father. She could remember how, on the worst of nights, Chloe showed up on her doorstep at all 
hours of the day demanding that they watch sitcoms and do each other's nails until they fell asleep. And, 
no matter when it was, she would open the door and they would do just that. 


The last occurrence had been nearly six months ago, though, so Sabrina had taken that as a sign 
that thing were better between them. That if Chloe wasn't complaining about her father anymore, then 
everything was okay now. 


But it appeared as though she'd been mistaken. 
"I'm sorry, Chloe. I didn't—" 


"It's fine, Sabrina. I didn't want to bother you with it." Chloe sniffed and wiped at her eye. "I should 
probably be the one apologizing. I kind of decided this on my own and thought you'd go along with it 
since I know you're nervous to live in the dorms and I don't necessarily want to live by myself.” 


Chloe bit her lip and Sabrina felt as though she couldn't look anywhere else when they made eye 
contact. 


"It sounds kind of pathetic, but I guess I just thought that, if I had to choose someone to live with, 
I'd choose you." 


As Chloe's words rang in her ears, a strange cacophony of emotions began to reverberate inside of 
her head. Sabrina couldn't put an exact name to all of their notes, but something about them made her 
heart sing. 


And, more than anything else, she wanted Chloe’s heart to sing, too. 


Chloe gently patted Sabrina’s hand, causing her to break from her trance. "Anyways, I'm going to 
go get us something to drink from the café, do you—" 


"Тао!" Sabrina's cheeks flushed. "I mean. I-I want to move in. I mean I love— Га love to be your 
roommate!” Her hands flew up to her mouth as butterflies began flying in her stomach. 


"Really?" Chloe's eyes brightened. "Are you sure? I don't want to pressure you into this." 
Sabrina nodded enthusiastically. 
"Yes, I'm sure! I was just surprised by the idea is all.” 


"Oh this is wonderful!" Chloe launched herself forward and hugged her tightly. "Thank you, 
Sabrina! I promise I'l] make sure everything is set up so that all you have to do is move your stuff in! In 
fact I'll even hire movers so all you have to do is pack!" 


Sabrina barely had any time to reciprocate before Chloe pulled away. 


"Ok. I'll go get you your favorites and while I'm gone you write down everything that you want in 
the apartment and we'll start looking at listings alright?" 


Before Sabrina had any chance to respond, Chloe was out the door and heading downstairs. In the 
wake of her excitement were left three things. A sudden silence, papers fluttering across the table, anda 
very overwhelmed Sabrina wondering one thing: 


What was she getting herself into? 


August 
Today was the day, and Sabrina was a complete mess. 


Sure, she was completely packed, her parents were helping her move, and everything was 
finalized. Their beautiful apartment was fully furnished. Classes didn’t even start for another two weeks. 


And yet, her stomach was tied in knots. Not because of any logical reason. Oh no, it was because 
her feelings had decided to make themselves abundantly clear: 


She hada crush on Chloe. 


For the first month after Chloe's invitation, Sabrina attempted to convince herself otherwise. 
Surely everyone wanted to cuddle with their best friend during scary movies. And holding hands while 
navigating a busy street on their way to the furniture store would make anyone's stomach swoop. 


Right? 

But, somewhere between bedspreads and sofas, Sabrina realized that she was inexplicably happy 
over the fact that Chloe hadn’t let go. And, while she should've probably let go once she realized it... 

She didn't want to. 


After about three days without sleep, three hundred google searches, and at least three zillion 
butterflies in her stomach... Sabrina couldn't deny her feelings any longer. 


This meant that she now had to deal with the fact that, not only did she have a crush on her best 
friend, but she now had to figure out how she was going to live with those feelings and the girl in 
question. 


So, to say that Sabrina was a nervous wreck as her parents drove to her new apartment was а 
gross understatement. 


"Sabrina?" 


Sabrina turned from where she had been staring out the window to find her mom looking at her 
with a concerned smile. In that moment she also noticed that she was biting her thumbnail. She hadn't bit 
her nails in years, of course her mom was worried. 


Sabrina consciously brought her hand down to lace it with her other hand in her lap. 
"Yes, Mom?" 


"Everything's going to be alright," her mom said with a reassuring pat. "I know it's kind of scary to 
live somewhere new, but your dad and I are only a phone call away." 


"And we can get to you faster than anyone else in the city if need be. You know I always keep an 
extra set of lights with me at all times.” 


"Dad," Sabrina whined, "You're not supposed to use those unless there's an actual emergency." 


"I know, I know,” her dad said with a laugh. "I just wanted you to know, just in case. Which 
reminds me: your mom and I put together a ‘just in case’ box. Did you remember to grab it Catherine?" 


"Yes, dear. I put it right next to Sabrina in the back seat.” Sabrina hadn't been paying too much 
attention, the whole van was full of boxes, but she turned and found a decently sized box sitting beside 
her. On it was written 'private' in her mother's block lettering, and she couldn't help feeling a bit 
concerned. 


"Good, good." 

"What's in it?" 

"All of the little things your dad and I thought you might need." Her mom winked. "Though, you 
may want to wait to open it until you're alone.” 

"But not too long!" 


Sabrina wanted to ask more questions, but her father shut offthe engine and both of her parents 
hopped out before she had the chance. Sighing to herself, she exited the vehicle as well and grabbed a few 
boxes before leading her parents to the entrance of her building. 


It didn't take too long to unload all of her things. Because Chloe had insisted on buying most of 
their shared items, she hadn't needed to pack too much. Both of her parents had to work later in the day. 
So, once all of the boxes were in the residence, they left the rest to her. 


Surprisingly Chloe volunteered to help with all of it. Sabrina had assumed that her friend would 
leave it to them, but she picked up boxes without hesitation. She even helped Sabrina unpack her things 
after her parents left. 


They were nearing the end of her boxes when Chloe paused. 


"Why's this one say ‘private’? All the others said bedroom or bathroom.” Sabrina looked over from 
where she was organizing her books to look at the box in question. 


"I don't know. Mom and Dad got it for me. It's some surprise that they said I should open when I 
have some 'privacy' or something like that." 


"You should open it then,” Chloe held out the box cutter to Sabrina. 
"Right now?" 


"Yes! I'm really curious now!" 


Sabrina laughed as she set ће books in her hands onto the shelf. "Alright, alright. But if it's really 
embarrassing, you can't make fun of me for it." 


"1 won't. т 
"Рготіѕе?" 
"Of course, 1 promise!" Chloe stomped her foot. "Open it already!" 


Sabrina shook her head and easily cut through the packing tape. She felt apprehensive as she 
opened the flaps and found a letter addressed to her on top of white tissue paper which was purposefully 
covering the contents of the box. As Sabrina picked up the letter, Chloe reached for the tissue paper, but 
was stopped by Sabrina. She looked up to glare at her as Sabrina waved the letter in the air. 


"Ugh, fine. Read your stupid card first." Chloe crossed her arms and sat on the floor with her back 
against the bed where the box was sitting. "I don't get why people even use cards anymore. They just 
waste paper and most of them aren't even that clever, anyways." 


Sabrina shook her head and sat down on the bed to open the card. On the front was the word 
‘Congratulations’ with an array of streamers around it. She was quite surprised when she opened it and 
found two 100 euro bills and a long message written in her mother's handwriting. 


Her parents weren't that rich. Sure her father made quite a bit at his job, but they were still paying 
off her mother's debt for pursuing her doctorate in Genetic Research. Not to mention supporting her 
grandma who lived with them. 


With money perpetually being tight, it made Sabrina's eyes mist to think that they'd give her such 
a large amount as a gift. Gingerly, she placed the bills back in the envelope. Taking a few deep breaths to 
keep herself from actually crying, she then turned to the note. 


‘Sabrina, 


First of all we wanted to let you know that we're both so proud of you! We know how hard you've 
worked in school and we're sure that you're going to do wonderfully in University as well! 


Secondly, we know that you're a very responsible young lady, but there are times when all sorts of 
unexpected things can happen. Which is why your father and I put together this box. You may find some of 
the things in this box somewhat embarrassing, but know that you needn't be. You're an adult now and you 
should never be ashamed of needing something or asking for help. 


Lastly, there's no rush on figuring yourself out. Your uncle didn't realize that he was gay until he was 
about your age and your grandmother just realized this past year that she's been asexual her whole life, she 
just never had a word for it! 


Please don't feel pressured to give us labels or anything like that. Just know that we all love you no 
matter who you love and your father wants you to know that should anyone break your heart you have the 
whole police force at your disposal! 


Love you lots, 
Mom and Dad 
PS: If you need anything never hesitate to call us.* 


Sabrina swallowed around a lump in her throat as a few tears started to fall. In all of her worrying 
over moving she hadn't thought to talk to her parents about any of it. Sure she'd heard about how her 
mom had gotten into fights in the past over the treatment of her brother, but talking about her feelings 
wasn't Sabrina's strong suit. So, instead of sorting them out with her mom, she'd simply held it in. 


Wiping her eyes, Sabrina resolved to call her parents later and thank them for the note. She wasn't 
exactly sure how they'd picked up on her crush, but their words truly meant the world to her. Especially 
since she knew how unhelpful Chloe's own father was. 


Sabrina replaced the card in the envelope and set it carefully on her bed. She took one more swipe 
at her eyes before reaching for the box. She started to lift the tissue paper-- 


And promptly stuffed it back in. 
"Hey! т 


Sabrina stood and made a bee-line for the bathroom. She could hear Chloe scrambling to follow 
her, but she slammed the door shut before her friend could keep it open. She deftly locked it before 
throwing the box onto the counter. 


Chloe tried, to no avail, to open the door. She tried a few more times before banging on the door. 
"Sabrina, open up!" 
She turned the faucet on and yelled around her beating heart. "S-Sorry? I c-c-can't hear you!" 


"Oh my god, Sabrina. It can't be that bad! Besides, I'll find out eventually! It's best if you just get it 
out of the way right now!" 


"Nope! Still can't hear you!" 

"Ugh! Fine. I'm hungry anyways so I'm going to order Chinese. Do you want anything?" 
"Just my usual.” 

"Ha! I knew you could hear me!" 


Sabrina groaned. "Can you just call and let me look in peace? It's too much to handle with 
someone else around.” 


"Okay," Chloe said on a sigh, "If it's really that embarrassing I'll leave you alone. Just know that 
until you tell me what's in it I'll just assume the worst!" 


Sabrina didn't move until she couldn't hear Chloe's footsteps anymore. She let out her breath and 
glanced at herself in the mirror. She wasn't too surprised to find her face beet red so, after a few deep 
breaths, she splashed some water on her face to help her calm down. Once her face no longer felt like the 
surface of the sun she pulled back the tissue paper and got a good look at what was inside. 


First she pulled out a book with the title Human Gender and Sexuality for the Young and New Adult. 
On top was a sticky note that read: 


‘We know how well you learn through reading so hopefully this'll help! Ifyou have any questions 
don't hesitate to call us! Your dad, grandma, and I read this and found it quite enlightening!’ 


"That explains the part about grandma,” Sabrina mumbled to herself with a groan. She hesitated 
to look at more of the box, she had an idea of what else might be inside, but eventually she gathered 
enough courage to do so. 


The next few items were quite benign. A set of keychains that had pepper spray, a flat plastic cat 
with very pointy ears anda place for her fingers, a flashlight, and a whistle. Attached to the set was a note 
from her father encouraging her to find a self-defense club to help her stay safe. 


Next were two small wire basket full of pantry items. There were various teas, a tin of cocoa 
powder, salt and pepper shakers, flour, sugar, butter, brown sugar, honey, a bag of chocolate chips, vanilla 
extract, and a cute mug with a big red heart on it. Sabrina also found a recipe box with a note from her 
grandma asking her to call regularly. 


Lastly, there was a black unmarked box. Sabrina entertained the idea of opening it, but the cheeky 
note from her mom saying that the book would ‘explain everything’ made her bury it with the other items. 


She'd wait until much later to cross that bridge. 


She hurried back to her room as let out a sigh of relief when she found it empty. She made quick 
work of hiding the traitorous book and black box before Chloe could reappear. Thankfully, that didn't 
happen until she called from the living room that their food had arrived. 


"Coming!" Sabrina called back. She picked up the two wire baskets on the way out of the room. 
When she arrived in the kitchen she found Chloe at the fridge pulling out two cans. 


Sabrina tried to nonchalantly place the wire baskets on the counter, but the moment she set foot 
in the open living space Chloe's head whipped around to look at her. They stood there awkwardly fora 
few moments. After almost a full minute had passed, Chloe slammed the door shut, leaned on the counter, 
and cocked an eyebrow at her. 


"Well? Are you going to tell me what you got?" 

"Umm... My grandma gave me that stuff." She gestured at the baskets. 
"And?" 

"M-my dad got me some pepper spray." 

"Anything else?" 

"My mom got me a book." 

"About what?" 

"S-stuff and t-things...” 


Chloe waited a moment for her to elaborate before she sighed and shook her head. "ОК fine, 1 
won't pry. There's only one thing that could make you clam up this bad so 1 leave you be.” Sabrina was 
about to let out a sigh of relief when Chloe smirked at her. “For now.” 


Sabrina could feel her cheeks racing to see how quickly they could become beet red. Again. Chloe 
was bound to wheedle it out of her eventually. But she let the subject drop and walked over to the table 
where their food was sitting. Sabrina was quick to follow. 


"Anyways," Chloe said as they sat down, "I was wondering if you had anything planned tonight. 
Because, if not, then I thought we could break in the TV." 


"Ooo that sounds like fun! The only thing I had planned was unpacking." 


"Good." Chloe broke apart her chopsticks, opened her can of soda with one of them, and then ate a 
few bites of her chicken fried rice. "After we're done eating, we should change into pajamas and relax. I 
think it's your turn to choose, by the way." 


Sabrina slurped a noodle of her lo Mein, "Are you sure? Even if I pick Star Trek?" 
"Yes," Chloe groaned. "But only if we get to watch all of the Twilight movies next time." 


Sabrina wrinkled her nose. "But those are so bad! Bella's so boring and Edward is sucha 
controlling ass--" 


"You take that back, right now, Raincomprix." 


"No! There's only, like, one healthy relationship in that whole series. And it's not even one of the 
main pairings. And don't even get me started on Renesmee." 


Chloe rolled her eyes. "Agree to disagree. But you have plenty of warning for the next time, so you 
can't complain.” 


"Fine, but if I don't complain then you can't complain about anything in Star Trek. Especially since 
I want to watch some of the Voyager series." 


"Is that the one with the female captain?” Sabrina nodded making Chloe scoff. "But she's—" 
"Janeway is a treasure whose character was not given the recognition that she deserved." 
"An innovation can still be annoying, Sabrina." 

"Agree to disagree," Sabrina ground out as she began to eat her food in earnest. 


Chloe merely rolled her eyes and focused on her own food. It wasn't too much later that they were 
finishing up and cleaning their mess. They didn't speak too much as they went their separate ways to 
change. 


It took a little while for Sabrina to find her pajamas. She wouldn't admit that she chose them out of 
spite. But if she just so happened to find her red Star Trek uniform top and if her shorts had little 
Enterprises scattered all around them, then all the better. She picked up her favorite blanket and bear on 
and then headed to the living room. 


As she approached the couch, she was surprised to find the TV already set up with the Voyager 
title card on the screen. Yes, she'd said that she wanted to watch it, but part of her still expected Chloe to 
choose something else. 


Chloe, who was already sitting down on the couch wearing an elegant and lacy pink pajama set 
that made Sabrina’s cheeks burn, looked up from her phone to glance at Sabrina. She scooted over and let 
her sit down. 


"I can't believe you're letting me get away with this," Sabrina laughed as she tried to calm down 
the butterflies that seemed to want to make a sudden appearance. She should really get a hold of herself. 


"Well, unless you changed your mind." She glanced down at Sabrina's pajamas. "And wanted to 
watch Next Gen, I figured I handled it. Beside, commentary rules apply, so..." Chloe shrugged. 


Sabrina smiled as she situated herself. "I thought you couldn't tell the difference between the 
starships." 


Chloe froze for amoment before reaching for a throw pillow and tossing it at Sabrina. She pressed 
play without bothering to check what episode it was. “If you don't shut up you'll miss your dumb intro 
music." 


"Thanks, Chloe." Sabrina giggled at her friend as a warm feeling settled in her chest. It felt kind of 
similar to the butterflies flying around, but instead of making her jittery, the feeling seemed to calm 
Sabrina down. 


"Whatever, geek," Chloe said as she put her phone away and stubbornly sat as far away from 
Sabrina as was possible. "You won't be thanking me when we watch Twilight for the fifth time." 


"But we've only seen it three times. Wouldn't it be—" 
"We're watching it. Twice." 


Sabrina groaned into her stuffed animal, "Fine." She turned to give Chloe a small grin of her own. 
"But, the time after that we're watching Enterprise." 


Chloe gasped. "You wouldn't dare make me watch that mess of a show again. You don't even like 
that series!" 


"I dunno. I think it's grown on me." 
Sabrina watched as Chloe's left eye started to twitch. 


"You know what? Fine. I don't care. You just wait, though, after that stunt you'll wish you'd chosen 
something different. 


Sabrina felt a chill go down her spine. 


Despite their banter, the evening went on as per usual. After around the third episode, Sabrina 
leaned her head back and closed her eyes. As always she told herself that it was for only a second, but 
before she knew it she was asleep. 


"„abrina?" Sabrina felt herself shake some as she started to come to. "Sabrina. You really should 
sleep in your own bed." 


Sabrina was lying next to something warm and soft. She wasn't sure what it was, but it felt cuddly. 
"But I'm comfy," she whined as she wrapped her arms around the soft and warm thing. 


"I-I'm flattered, but I don't think the couch is all that comfortable to sleep оп." 
Sabrina cracked her eye open to find that she wasn't cuddling a pillow or stuffed animal. 
She was cuddling Chloe. 


Sabrina jumped away so quickly that she tangled herself up in her blanket and sent herself 
crashing to the floor. Chloe, out of instinct, tried to save Sabrina from injuring herself. Unfortunately, she 
was not ina position to do so. And, in the process, ended up falling on the floor as well. 


"S-Sorry," Sabrina said with closed eyes as she rubbed at her shoulder. 


"Ugh. Everything was fine until you freaked out!" Chloe complained as she did her best not to 
crush her friend. Sabrina's eyes flew open as she became acutely aware of the fact that her crush was 
laying on top of her. 


Her cheeks flared. 
"S-sorry. I w-was just s-startled is all." 


Chloe let out a sigh and gingerly got up. Sabina tried not to focus too much on how she wished that 
she hadn't. A moment later Chloe was reaching down a hand to help her up. 


"Thanks," she said as she stood up. 
"It's fine. Are you okay?" 
"Yeah. I think I might just end up with a bruise or something. What about you?" 


"Гуе had worse so I'll live.” Sabrina blinked at Chloe. As far as Sabrina knew, Chloe never tripped 
and fell, let alone took a nose dive for the floor. 


"What do you mean?" 


"Well I," Chloe looked everywhere, but at Sabrina. Without warning she started straightening up 
the living room. "I've fallen a few times before y'know. Over at Adrien's. He decided to make me try his 
rock wall. Yeah. And I fell. From the rock wall." She shut off the TV and picked up her phone. "Well, look at 
the time. Looks like we've should go to bed. Guess I'll see you in the morning. Good night!" 


With that Chloe ran for her bedroom. Sabrina tried to call out to her before she was too far gone, 
but the door slammed shut before she could get more than three words out. 


Sabrina stood there in stunned silence for quite some time. She'd seen Chloe act weirdly а few 
times over the years, but never quite like this before. And, while she felt mortified over their recent 
positions, her worry over her friend's behavior trumped that feeling. 


Eventually, Sabrina gathered her things and shut off the common area's lights. She'd have to let 
Chloe's weird behavior go for now. She'd been acting weirdly, too. So she really had no room to talk. 


It took a while for Sabrina to fall asleep that night. Earlier she'd been so exhausted, but after 
everything it seemed nigh impossible. Eventually, though, one thought coaxed her into sleeping: 


The sooner she slept, the sooner she would wake up and see the girl that she was falling for. 
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Dropping АП Pretenses 
by BrenanaBread 


“Nah, you just don’t get it! It was beyond amazing. He was so cool, diving in there and just 
stopping them in their tracks.” Nino waved as Adrien entered the room for their afternoon classes, 
welcoming his friend into the conversation without pausing his story. “I wish you'd seen it, Al. You would 
have loved it.” 

“Ah, I wish I had!” Alya cried, hopping up onto the boys’ bench and swinging her legs. “I’m thinking 
about starting another blog that’s entirely dedicated to Chat Noir instead of just shoving everything I have 
on him into that one section of the Ladyblog.” Her hands flew through the air wildly as she talked, and 
Nino took a step back closer to Adrien to avoid getting hit. “This would’ve been such great content to start 
with!” she groused. 


Adrien placed a hand on his best friend’s shoulder to draw his attention. “What are we talking 
about?” 


“Man, what would I even call it?” Alya wondered, ignoring Adrien’s question. 


Marinette placed a gentle hand on Alya’s knee, bringing her legs to a stop. “I don’t think anything’s 
gonna beat the Ladyblog in terms of names.” 


“You're right, crap.” Alya slumped. 


“Maybe you should just have him name it?” Marinette suggested, rubbing circles onto the other 
girl’s skin with the pad of her thumb. 


“Who name what?” Adrien stepped further into the conversation, maddeningly trying to 
understand what his friends were talking about. 


Alya flicked her wrist in Adrien’s general direction. “Have Chat Noir name a blog dedicated to 


" 


him. 
Without thinking, Adrien instinctively responded “Ah yes, the Chatabase.” 
“Chatabase?” Marinette questioned, turning her body to fully face her blond friend. 


He rubbed at his elbow, and looked at the floor, trying to seem as inconspicuous as possible. 
“Y’know, like database? Chatabase?” 


Marinette scrunched her nose. “That’s awful.” 


His face heated as an embarrassed blush creeped up his neck. “It was just the first thing that 
popped into my head,” he defended. 


“Dude, where have you been? Гуе been texting you since yesterday!” Nino jumped in, pulling 
Adrien’s attention away from the girls. “I saw Chat Noir and it was frickin’ amazing.” 


“You saw him? What happened, are you okay?” Adrien hoped he sounded convincingly shocked. 


“Tm more than fine,” Nino said leaning back with his elbows against the bench, mocking a casual 
pose. “And so is that feline.” 


Adrien smiled and raised an eyebrow conspiratorially, assuming an over-the-top attitude would 
hide him from suspicion. “Oh, do tell,” and spare no detail he added mentally. 


Alya sent him a sly smirk and a wink, and Adrien hoped he hadn't exposed his identity or his 
lingering crush on his best friend. 


Nino didn’t seem to notice the exchange and jumped at ће chance to retell his story. “I was just 
walking back home when I saw this group of bullies going after this poor kid. They kept getting up in his 
face and it was obvious the kid was uncomfortable.” 


“They sound like absolute ragamuffins.” 


“Т was across the street so I couldn't hear what was being said, but one guy reached out and 
tugged on the kid’s backpack to pull him back and that’s when Chat Noir swooped in,” Nino continued. 


“Swooped in?” Alya asked, phone in hand as she typed the addition into her notes. 


“Yeah, like something out of an action film. He bursts in out of nowhere, flying through the air like 
a maniac, and bats the guy’s hand away with his stick thing--” 


“Baton, but continue” Alya interrupted. 


“-and they just fuckin’ scatter. It was crazy. He didn’t even have to say anything! He just looked at 
them and they were gone.” 


“That’s incredible,” Marinette praised, as she wrapped an arm around her girlfriend. 

Alya winked at the group. “And incredibly hot.” 

“Alya!” Marinette gasped, leaning away to stare wide-eyed at her girlfriend, her arm slackening. 
“Don't pretend like you don't think it was hot too!” 

“Wha--I neve--why would you sa--I don--no way,” Marinette sputtered. 


Alya cut off her rambling “It's okay, babe. I think he’s hot too.” She marked her statement with a 
gentle kiss on the cheek. “Everyone does. I bet even Monsieur Sunshine over here thinks he’s hot,” she 
gestured in Adrien’s general direction with her elbow. 


A startled Adrien pointed at himself in confusion.“Me? Am I--I’m Monsieur Sunsh--” Alya, 
Marinette, and Nino nodded aggressively. “Um...” he glanced at Nino before hastily dropping his eyes to 
the wooden floor. He dragged his foot along the markings on the ground, toeing along the wood grain. “I 
don’t know...” 


“You don’t know?” Nino asked incredulously. He took a step towards his friend, ducking down to 
catch his gaze and placed his hands on Adrien’s shoulders. “How could you not know?” 


“I just haven't, y know like, thought about it. Do...do you think he’s hot?” he asked tentatively. 

“I mean, yeah. Of course I do.” 

“Of course?” 

“Of course! The guy’s got like a perfect face. And he saves Paris! He’s gotta be one hell of a dude.” 


Alya eased herself off the desk, disentangling her waist from Marinette’s arm.. “He’s always 
helping people, even outside akuma attacks. That’s why Гуе got an entire section of the Ladyblog 
dedicated to him.” She tucked her phone into her school bag, giving her friends her full attention. “People 
were sending in so many pictures of him helping children, showing up at hospitals and nursing homes, 
randomly participating in snowball fights. There’s no way he’s not an absolute sweetheart.” 


“Even Mari’s said nice things about him, and she’s super critical of the superheros,” Nino 
reminded the group. 


Marinette’s laugh was a little too high pitched to be normal, but it evened out when Alya’s hip 
knocked into her own. “Yeah, he can definitely be over-the-top, but that time I worked with him when 


Nathaniel was akumatized һе was really driven and hardworking.” She took a moment to think back on 
the event before adding “Even if he’s also ridiculous,” with a small smile. 


“Ridiculously attractive” Alya mumbled just loud enough for her three friends to hear. 


Adrien ducked his head bashfully. “Wow, you guys make him sound...great?” he peaked up from 
behind blond fringe to gauge their reactions. 


“Definitely, he’s the total package,” Nino deadpanned. 
“Package?” 
“He’s got everything,” Alya rephrased. 


“He’s smart, thoughtful, charming,” Nino listed, ignoring Marinette’s emphatic scoff, “and pretty 
damn good-looking.” Adrien could feel his neck start to heat. “And he has the same sense of humor as you, 
bro. All puns, all the time.” Nino scratched behind his ear in contemplation. “Whoa, how haven’t we 
thought of this before? You'd totally be best buds.” 


“I bet Alya could get you a meeting,” Marinette thought aloud, tapping a finger to her chin. 
“Especially after she starts the Chatabase,” Nino pointed out. 


“Pm still not calling it the Chatabase, oh my god,” Alya exasperated. “But, yeah! That'd be awesome! 
I’m sure I could set something up.” 


Adrien scratched the back of his head anxiously. “Heh...yeah that'd be so cool...I really want to do 
that but you all know how my schedule is...” 


“C’mon, man, you can rework some things.” Nino emphasized his words with a gentle pat on his 
friend’s bicep. “I promise you, it’ll be totally worth it. Once you meet him, you'll understand. He’s, like, 
crazy amazing.” 


Marinette flipped her bangs out of her eyes to stare hard at her gushing friend.“Wow, Nino, you 
sure are pushing hard for this.” 


“Sounds like someone wants the future beau to meet his bestie,” Alya simpered. 

Nino laughed awkwardly. “I mean, I won't deny it.” 

“Really? You’re...interested in Chat Noir?” Adrien asked skeptically, afraid to let himself hope. 
Marinette shot ће blond a sharp look. “Of course ће is, where have you been?” 

“Qur sunshine child is a bit oblivious, apparently.” 


“Give him a break, guys.” Nino defended, arms crossing over his chest as he looked down on the 
girls over the top of his glasses in his best librarian imitation. They snickered at his theatrics and he 
turned his attention back to Adrien. “Т basically came out as bisexual to the entire class by saying Га date 
the shit out of Chat Noir a while ago,” he clarified. 


Adrien’s mouth went slack and he stood still, staring for a moment. “Wow, I feel like that's 
something I’d remember,” he said when he could finally find his voice. 


“You were probably out that day,” Alya supplied offhandedly. 


Adrien’s eyebrows pulled together as his forehead scrunched in frustration. He had never hated 
photoshoots during school more than he did at that moment. 


“I can tell you're thinking like crazy.” Nino slung an arm around Adrien’s shoulders. “Don’t sweat 
it, bro. Now you know,” he shrugged, tugging Adrien closer against him. “The guy’s insanely attractive and 
just a genuinely cool dude, how could I not be interested in him?” 


Adrien looked down and away, knowing a blush was making it’s way from his chest to his ears. Не 
spoke slowly, precisely pronouncing each word so his voice wouldn't waver. “I guess, when you put it like 
that--” 


A crash followed by several car alarms simultaneously blaring stopped his words in their track. 
Adrien was so grateful for the distraction. 


“Perfect, І really wasn't interested in that history exam anyway,” Alya said, reaching into her bag 
and pulling out her phone before latching onto Marinette's hand as she took a step towards the classroom 
door. 


“Yeah,” Marinette forced а giggle, Alya’s momentum tugging her forward. “I’m all for skipping that 
today.” Marinette took a small step away from Alya, reaching the hand not linked with her girlfriend’s 
down to unclasp her pink purse. “But I uh think I left something in my locker so I’m gonna go uh 
у know...get...it.” 


Alya frowned, but stopped walking toward the door. “Do you want me to wait for you?” she asked, 
practically vibrating from the need to run out the door and film. 


Marinette shook her head vigorously. “Ah, no! You should totally go ahead, ГЇЇ see you when you 
get back,” she smiled fleetingly. 


Alya’s eyes were wide, darting from side-to-side, frantically searching for any sign of discomfort in 
her girlfriend’s crystalline gaze. “If you're sure.” 


“Tam.” Marinette squeezed Alya’s hand in reassurance. “Be safe, okay?” 


Alya’s lips lifted in a soft smile and she rubbed her thumb along the back of the hand she held in 
her own. “I always am.” 


Marinette took a step forward and pecked her girlfriend on the lips lightly before they both ran 
out the door in opposite directions. 


“Т guess that leaves us as the only sane ones.” Nino remarked, rocking back on his heels. 


“I wouldn't say that...” Adrien said distractedly as he gripped his bag tightly, desperately 
wondering how to leave without raising suspicion. 


Nino shrugged. “They're both running off on their own when there's a lunatic with superpowers 
destroying the city. Doesn't seem like the best plan.” 


“Well you know Alya, always right in the action.” 


Nino leaned his hip against the side of the bench he usually sat in. “I don’t know why everyone 
doesn’t just find a place to chill and enjoy the time off from class.” 


Adrien bounced on the balls of his feet, tightening his grip on his bag until his knuckles turned 
white, growing antsier by the second. “Ha, you've definitely got it all figured out.” He tilted his head to 
peek out the window, hoping to glimpse the attack and start forming a plan. 


Nino opened his mouth to speak but became distracted by his friend’s obvious distress. 
“Are you alright, man? You seem..jumpy.” 


Adrien froze mid bounce. “Yeah, uh, 1 just, um,” he forced himself to relax his shoulders and bend 
his knees slightly. “I have this thing that I really need to get home for. So I guess I’m gonna be one of the 
insane ones,” he said, chuckling nervously. 


“You're gonna go home...now?” Nino asked in disbelief. 


Adrien’s heart pounded harder by the second. “Yeah, I’m just gonna go outside and run home. 
Don't want Nathalie to worry about me and all.” He took a step towards the door. 


Nino fought the urge to shake sense into his friend. “Why don’t you just call her? Won't she be 
more upset when she finds out you ran home during an attack?” 


“Nah, it'll be totally,” he took another step “fine. Definitely, totally fine.” 
“I still don't think it’s a good idea...” 


With another small step, Adrien was almost at the door. “Don't worry about me. I'll be home in no 
time.” 


Before Nino could offer another word of worry, Adrien leaped out the room and into the hallway, 
rushing down the stairs and into a small alcove to transform. 


Nino stood in the classroom, paralyzed by shock for moment, before shaking himself awake and 
running after him. 


“Adrien?! Dude, where’d you go?” he called out, expecting the silence he got in response. 


Cursing under his breath for only having friends with the lowest caliber for self preservation 
imaginable, he descended the stairs and burst past the school doors, sprinting in the direction of Adrien’s 
mansion. 


He could hear the unison drawl of the akuma’s victims as they carried out the villain’s will 
mindlessly. He hid behind overturned benches and cars, pushed up from giant roots sprouting up all over 
the ground and tangled in vines, hoping to remain unseen. 


“Adrien?” he whisper yelled, peaking out from behind an uprooted street sign and searching for 
his friend. 


He darted across the street, pausing only to check the area for a blond head and bright orange 
sneakers. 


He chanced another “Adrien?” in a louder voice. 


Instead of the anticipated silence, a rustling in the bush behind him caused his jaw to clench and 
his shoulders to stiffen. He could feel the hairs on the back of his neck rise and brush the collar of his shirt, 
the prickling sensation sending a shudder down his spine. 


He turned around and cautiously called out to his friend again, stepping slowly towards the bush, 
goosebump mountains peaking on his skin. 


His heart rate increased and his breathing shallowed as he reached out a hand to brush away the 
top layer of leaves cloaking the inner branches. 


As his hand first made contact with the waxy texture, a tingle filtered through his fingertips anda 
vine slithered up his palm, wrapping around his wrist and twisting up his arm. He let out a gasp that 
quickly became a scream as the creature pulled on him. 


Nino dug his heels into the ground, wrenching his arm from side to side. The vine only tightened 
its grasp and continued to creep up to his shoulder. 


Nino blindly threw his free arm behind him, hoping his momentum would dislodge his body from 
the attacking plant or that his hand could latch onto something sturdy that he could use to pull himself 
away. 


He was met with empty air. His knees bent and calves screamed as he dug his feet deeper into the 
ground, toes pulling up from the force. 


His shoes lost traction as he pulled against the vine with as much strength as he could muster. His 
shirt pulled down, exposing his aching shoulder as he gained a centimeter away from the villain, a small 
victory. 


Letting out a distressed groan, Nino hurled his body weight away from bush, throwing out his 
untangled arm once again. 


His elbow banged against a solid object, sending a throb through his arm, making his bones itch. 
He grit his teeth and twisted his arm, wrapping it around the object and pulling. 


A sharp intake of breath caught his ears, and Nino reflexively looked over his shoulder to see what 
he'd latched onto. 


Chat Noir’s luminous eyes cut through the haze of fear clouding Nino’s thoughts. He gratefully 
tightened his hold on the superhero’s waist, fingers spread wide as his hand clutched the blond’s hip. 


Chat gripped Nino’s bicep and wrapped an arm around his stomach, just under his ribs. He pulled 
the boy into his chest and fought against the vine with an intensity he rarely deemed necessary for akuma 
attacks. 


Nino tried to hold ina grunt as the vine held onto him, not tightening, but not releasing its coil. 


Chat could feel sweat collecting over the top of his mask, sticking locks of hair to his face and 
dribbling down his nose. His teeth tore at his lower lip and his eyes darted around the area, searching for 
anything to break the plant’s hold. 


From the very top of the bush, another vine burst through a layer of leaves, launching itself 
straight for Nino and Chat. 


In a fit of unthinking desperation, Chat released his right hand from around Nino’s middle and 
hastily yelled “Cataclysm!” 


The call of his power didn’t come with its usual dangerous thrill warming his body. Instead, it shot 
like ice through his system, shocking him into action. 


He flung his arm out in front of Nino, destroying the vine and tugging his friend away before it had 
even completely disintegrated to ash. They broke apart, each trying to regain their balance. 


Nino stumbled backwards, distancing himself from the bush without looking where he was going. 
“We need to get somewhere safe.” 

Nino only nodded. 

Chat took his hand and began to run, pulling Nino hard enough his cap almost flew off his head. 


They bounced through the park, zig-zagging around the destroyed land and avoiding any ominous 
shrubbery. They crossed into the street, changing directions whenever a nearby shriek was heard. 


Chat Noir was on the last legs of his transformation when he stopped them. 


Chat dropped Nino’s hand, doing one last visual check of the location before beginning to walk 
away. “I think you should be safe here. For now, at least.” 


He didn’t get very far before he heard Nino scream, “Chat!” 
He turned around to see a tree barreling after him. 


Nino ran to Chat Noir, grabbing his arm, and rushing them away from another akuma creation. 


Chat shook himself out of his daze and took the lead again, darting around buildings as the tree 
continued to chase them, lobbing branches at their heads. 


Chat knew he only had seconds left before his transformation dropped. 


He ducked into an alleyway, hoping he was fast enough to disappear out of the sight of the 
akuma’s most recent minion. 


His transformation melted away as he continued farther into the space between two buildings, 
trying to distance himself from the street, angry that the akuma had forced him into this position. 


He had almost forgotten about Nino, who had only detached from his arm as they rounded the 
corner into the alley. 


“Adrien?” he said, equal parts wonder and disbelief. 


Adrien was paralyzed. He couldn’t do anything more. His biggest secret just exploded right in 
front of his best friend, and now he could no longer hide. 


‘Tm exhausted, аге we done yet?” Plagg's voice startled Adrien enough to move. 


“Uh, no.” He absentmindedly dug a small wheel of cheese out of his bag and offered it to his 
kwami. “We've still got a lot to do.” 


“Can you make it quick? Гуе got a nap to catch up on.” 
Nino stared critically at the cat creature, trying to convince himself he hadn’t gone insane. 


After a moment of tense silence while the kwami inhaled his cheese, Adrien called back his 
transformation and was encased in vibrant green light without any of his usual personal flare. 


“Stay...stay here, please?” Chat said, rubbing the back of his neck. “We need to talk and I just--I just 
need to finish this and then ГЇЇ come back and find you.” 


Nino nodded in understanding and watched Chat Noir, Adrien Agreste, jump back into the fight. 


He sat down, lucid enough to figure the ground would make the seat of his pants absolutely 
disgusting, but not armed with the will to care. 


He took off his hat to scratch his fingers along his hair, thoughts racing as he tried to calm his 
pounding heart. 


He sat there in silence, counting his breaths to tide himself over as he waited for Chat's return. 


Chat Noir wasn't gone for long, tumbling back into the alley and detransforming as soon as he saw 
Nino. 


When their eyes connected, Nino pushed himself back up onto his feet. They stood in awkward 
silence for only a moment before Nino took pity on his friend and opened his mouth. 


“So you're...you're Chat Noir.” 
Adrien searched Nino’s warm, golden eyes, trying to gauge his reaction. 


Nino held himself still, not divulging his emotions. He needed this, the oral confirmation. And he 
couldn't sway Adrien’s confession. 


Adrien’s eyes darted to the side in defeat and he let out a sigh. “Yes.” He straightened his 
shoulders. “I am.” 


“Interesting.” 


“Is that...all you have to say?” 


“No.” 


Adrien swallowed thickly, closing his eyes and inhaling through his nose. He tried to appreciate 
those final moments before he’d know for a fact that their relationship would be forever changed. 


“Then what do you need to say?” 

His question was met with silence long enough he felt the urge to peek open an eyelid. 
“Nino?” 

The brunet raised his eyebrows to show he was listening. 

“What are you...can you tell me what you're thinking?” 


Nino scrunched his eyes and raised a hand to his forehead, rubbing between his brows. “I’m 
thinking that I can't believe you let me go on about how attractive you are. You suck.” 


They made eye contact, Nino's narrowed and miffed, Adrien's wide and disbelieving. 
They stood their ground for a moment, tension heavy in the air weighing down on their shoulders. 


The first sound that sprung out of Adrien was a small squeak, like a kitten vying for attention. It 
opened the door for a mess of sound to tumble out into the space between them, bouncing around the 
small alley and filling up the air around them. 


Adrien's laugh danced through the quickly approaching twilight, prickling at Nino's ears and 
begging him to join. His chuckles rocked his body, coaxing the stagnant air to vibrate around them, teasing 
Nino’s lips into a smile. 


The smile grew wider as a low rumbling in Nino's chest hopped up into his throat, and forced its 
way out of his mouth as a titter. It escalated into a full fledged laugh, one that jostled him off balance 
enough to fall into his friend. 


They leaned into each other, toppling off balance and falling to the ground in a heap of limbs and 
dying giggles. 


When their laughter finally subsided and they were still tangled together, Nino decided he needed 
to voice the fear he’d developed since discovering Adrien’s secret. 


“Is this...are we going to be weird now?” he asked, looking up to the sky to avoid questioning green 
eyes. 


“Why would we be weird?” 
“I mean, I flatout said I wanted to date you. Isn't that weird?” 


“No, it’s not weird,” Adrien assured somewhat timidly. He pinched his eyes closed again, taking a 
deep breath to find the courage to finish his thought.“Especially if тау also perhaps be interested in 
dating you as well.” His eyelids fluttered back open. 


Nino’s gaze immediately dropped from the sky in search of Adrien’s. 


They stared at each other and let silence descend upon them, shrouding the pair from the outside 
world of noisy cars and loud talking and babies crying and heels clacking against the Parisian streets. 
They existed in their own reality, a bubble of quiet protection. 


“Do you want me to kiss you?” Nino asked. 


“Desperately.” 


Their lips touched with a gentle pressure, a flower petal resting оп a still lake. Sparks danced 
where their skin touched, urging Nino to place a hand on Adrien’s cheek, fingerpads painting along his 
jaw. 


The kiss stretched into a thousand tiny moments all carefully stitched together, wiping away the 
time they wasted apart. 


When it was over, Adrien leaned his forehead against Nino’s, taking soft breaths of shared air. 
They stayed wrapped together in fragile silence until the night sky was littered with faint stars. 
“Adrien?” Nino asked quietly, reluctant to destroy the world they'd created for themselves. 
“Yes?” 

“You know how you swore you came up with Chatabase off the top of your head?” 

Adrien winced “I did say that.” 

“How much ofa lie was that?” 

“avery much a lie.” 


“Т knew it.” Nino rubbed his nose along Adrien’s temple. “You must've been thinking about that for 
months.” 


Adrien made a muffled noise in the back of his throat, hiding his reddening face in Nino’s shoulder. 
“Oh man, worse than that?” Nino teased and Adrien could clearly hear the smile in his voice. 


The noncommittal noise Adrien released as he buried himself farther into Nino’s side was better 
than any verbal confirmation Adrien could have given him. 


“Dude, how bad are we talking?” 

Adrien remained silent. 

“Come on, you can tell me,” Nino coaxed as he rubbed Adrien’s shoulder comfortingly. “Please?” 
“Since like the day after Alya came out with the Ladyblog.” 

Nino stopped his comforting.“That’s totally embarrassing.” 

“Shut up.” 


He began rubbing Adrien’s shoulder again, pulling the blond closer into his side. “But ГЇЇ have you 
know that I’ve been crushing on you since like your first day of school, which is definitely more 
embarrassing.” 


“Really?” Adrien beamed. “Then why Chat Noir? And why didn’t...why didn't you ever say 
anything?” his voice dropped off at the end of his sentence. 

“Why didn’t you?” Nino flipped the question. 

“Fair enough.” 

“But that Chat Noir thing...” Nino turned his head to stare into his eyes. “Adrien was always 
interested in friendship. I didn’t even know if you wanted more. And somehow...it just made a flirty 
superhero seem more attainable, I guess.” Nino laughed at how ridiculous that sounded. “I wanted to be 


there for you the way you needed, and you made it seem like you just needed friendship.” Nino ran a hand 
through Adrien’s tangled hair. 


Adrien smiled. “I really love having you as my friend.” 


“Likewise,” Nino laughed. 
“But I think I’m also gonna really love having you as my boyfriend,” Adrien winked. 
“Mmm, jury’s still out on that one. I’m gonna need some purrsuading.” 


Adrien grasped the back of Nino’s neck and leaned in towards his lips, stating his case the best 
way he knew how. 


Math Isn't Beautiful (But You Are) 


by wonderfulwizardofthozz 


Marinette was happy for Alya, honest. But that didn't mean that she had to be happy for herself. If 
she were being honest, she'd admit that she never would've put Alya and Chloé together in a million years, 
but they worked. Somehow. Most days. Okay, there was the occasional thing where Alya came over crying 
and Marinette swore to stain the Seine with Chloé’s blood, but those were getting more sparse as the weeks 
passed. 


So was Marinette's quality time with Alya. 


With that in mind, Marinette knew that Alya was making an effort when she could. Overall, it left 
her more time to pine over Adrien (because that had turned out so well for her thus far; besides, she saw 
how Nino stared at him the same way she did, and she was certain that he had a way better shot than she 
ever would). 


All in all, it was going okay until Alya chose to work with Chloé on a history project instead of her. 


Marinette somehow made eye contact with a panicked Sabrina and nodded quickly at her, eyes 
blown wide. She had never dealt with having no partner since Nino had always sought her out, and they 
both smoothly transitioned to their new friends when they joined their school; it was unspoken that some 
combination of the four would work together on projects even when Alya made questionable life choices. 
Until now. 


Marinette slid into the seat by Sabrina, notebook in hand. “Judging by the look on your face, you 
weren't expecting that, either.” 


Sabrina shook her head. “Not at all. So, um, I like research. If you want to split that sixty-forty, you 
can do all the presentation design. If you wanted to, that is. You don't have to. 1 know we're getting graded 
specifically on our teamwork skills this time.” She shoved her glasses back onto her nose, embarrassment 
washing over her. 


“That's usually what Alya and I do, so that totally works. Do you want to research the first three 
points, and I'll do the last two?” 


Sabrina started to nod but looked closer at the guidelines with a frown. “There's eight, not five. I can 
do five, you can do three. That math checks out, I think.” She counted on her fingers. “Yes, that's correct. 
Does that work?” 


Marinette stared hard at her calculator, punching in the numbers slowly. “That's a little over sixty 
percent for you. Are you sure that's okay?” 


“Yeah, for sure! Like I said, I like research.” 
“And math, apparently.” 
Sabrina shrugged a shoulder. “And math. Don't you like math? Sewing takes math.” 


Marinette shot her a confused look. “Look, I view it as a necessary evil. I don't do it for fun or 
anything.” 


Sabrina snorted. “Whatever you say. Math is beautiful.” 


Marinette gagged. “The French language is beautiful. Our best friends are beautiful, if a little thick 
headed. Adrien Agreste is beautiful. Math is not beautiful.” 


“Wait, back up. Did you say that Adrien is beautiful?” 


Marinette froze. “Shut up! He doesn't know!” 


“How? Everybody knows!” 

“He's cute but dense. Like a kawaii cupcake. Wait, everybody knows?” 
“Um, yeah. You're painfully obvious about it, you know.” 

“Ugh, and I'm trying to get over him, too.” 

“How long have you been doing that, exactly?” 


“Six months. It's not going well. As in, if he asked me out right now, I'd swoon and accept without 
a second thought.” 


Sabrina got a thoughtful look on her face. “Interesting.” 
“What?” 


A loud boom distracted them. Marinette leapt from her seat almost instantly, making an excuse that 
she had to use the restroom and running off without waiting for permission. She hid away in a stall and 
called for her transformation, hesitating when two more people ran in. 


Wait, I know those voices...Alya and Chloé. 

“Trixx!” 

“Pollen!” 

“Transformez-moi!” 

Ladybug’s jaw dropped straight to the floor. Everything makes so much sense now! 
Rena Rouge and Queen B left, giving Ladybug a chance to get out and run to the scene. 


The other three were already present when Ladybug (finally) arrived. She was having a hard time 
keeping it together, now noticing the little ways her teammates showed affection even in the middle of a 
battle: they stood a little closer together, their fingers brushed ever so slightly, they— 


“Buginette?” 
She turned to Chat Noir. “Yes. Akuma. Sorry. What's going on?” 


“Annoying water akuma. B and Rena are gonna go scout out the item while we sit tight. Are you 
doing okay?” 


‘Tm fine! Never better!” She smiled at all three of them, nerves killing her not-so-calm demeanor. 
“Good luck!” 


Queen B and Rena Rouge ran off, giving Chat a chance to talk to Ladybug. 
“You don’t seem alright.” 
“I found out some things that I wasn’t meant to discover is all. I’m a little shaken by it, obviously.” 


“Why couldn’t you tell them about it?” Chat gestured in their general direction, pointedly ignoring 
a scream of disgust from Queen B. 


Ladybug pressed her lips together. “Because they’re the thing I found out.” 
His eyes went wide. “Oh. Oh, I see.” 

“Yeah. ГЇЇ deal with it later. They’re coming back.” 

Queen B was pouting, completely drenched. “This is awful.” 


Rena Rouge was equally as soaked but didn’t complain. “There’s a necklace. Let’s go.” 


“Water we waiting for?” Chat grinned and ran into the fray, not staying behind for the girls to start 
griping at him. 


“I thought cats didn't like water!” Ladybug called after him, following close behind. 


Rena winked at Queen B. “Not your idea of a wet dream?” She held out her hand and helped her 
down. “Just for you, my Queen.” 


Ladybug rolled her eyes and ducked another water attack. “If you two could quit flirting and come 
help us, that would be great. Lucky Charm!” She received an umbrella in time to deflect another attack. 


“I guess it's time for you to seas and desist!” 
“Chat!” 


When they defeated the akuma, Ladybug wrung her pigtails out and snuck back into the bathroom 
before her teammates did, waiting until they were gone and she was in the clear to leave. She slinked out 
as the bell was ringing and started running to the classroom, colliding with someone as soon as she got to 
the door. 


“Sabrina! I’m so sorry! Let me help you with that!” Marinette immediately crouched and helped her 
pick up loose papers and books. 


They reached for the same piece of paper and froze when their hands touched. 


Marinette’s eyes shot up to Sabrina's, sharing the same expression they had earlier. Sabrina’s cheeks 
turned pink, her lips parted in surprise. Marinette tore her eyes away and mumbled an apology, her own 
cheeks burning as she collected the remaining papers and held them out. 


“Tm, uh, I’m s-sorry. ll text you about the project, yeah?” Marinette chanced a glance at Sabrina 
and gave a hopeful smile. “TIl see you later.” She slid into the classroom past her, hiding her face as she 
gathered her things. 


Alya waved to Nino and finished gathering her own things. She smirked and spoke when everybody 
else was out of earshot. “What was that about?” 


“What was what about?” 
Alya raised an eyebrow. “You know.” 


Marinette stuck out her tongue at her. “I ran into her and got embarrassed. What else is there to 
know? Now, if you'll excuse me, I have to go work on our project.” She hugged Alya and kissed her cheek. 
“Love you, girl.” 


“Love you, too. Hey, don't forget that we're hanging out on Friday. Chloé’s out of town.” 
Marinette nodded. “Right. Looking forward to it!” She waved and smiled. “Have a nice afternoon!” 


|» 


“Bye 


The following Monday Marinette and Sabrina were almost done giving their presentation， 


“„.and that’s how Americans showed solidarity after the terrorist attacks on November thirteenth.” 
Sabrina pushed her glasses up. “Any questions?” 


Mme Bustier cleared her throat. “How did you two split the project?” 


“Marinette did the bulk of the design, and we split the research sixty-fortyish. The math didn’t quite 
work out, but I would say that we did an equal amount of work. Math is beautiful like that.” 


Marinette rolled her eyes. “Math is not beautiful.” 
The bell rang as she finished talking. 
“The rest of the presentations will be tomorrow!” Mme Bustier called over everybody. 


Marinette held out her fist to Sabrina. “Bien joué!” She turned to pack her things, turning back when 
Sabrina called her name. “Hm?” 


“L uh, I wanted to thank you for your help in the project.” 
“It was no trouble! It was a group project, anyway.” 


Sabrina blushed, eyes downcast. "Yeah. A-anyway, I wanted to tell you that I think you're really 
pretty, and I hope we can keep being friends after this." She looked up and met Marinette's gaze, anxiety 
hiding behind her eyes. 


Marinette’s mouth hung open. "O-oh. Um, thank you. I'd like to hang out more, too." She stuck out 
her hand for a handshake that rated somewhere close to a million on the Awkward Scale™—give or take 
about six. “Have a good day!” She cringed internally but didn’t let it show. 


“Yeah, you too. See you.” Sabrina hurried away, tears stinging her eyes. "Stupid, stupid, stupid! She'll 
never feel the same way about you!” She made it to the bathroom and hid herself ina stall, her sobs echoing 
off the walls. She took her glasses off and pressed the heels of her hands to her eyes, gasping for breath. She 
tried fruitlessly to regulate her breathing, only calming when the door slammed open. 


“Sabrina, come out here. I know you're hiding.” 


She sniffed and hiccuped. “Give me a second.” She wiped a few more tears and put her glasses back 
on, miffed that they kept sliding because of the added moisture. Sabrina unlocked the stall door and found 
Chloé fixing her lip gloss in the mirror. “Hey.” 


“Hey yourself. You look awful. What happened?” Chloé rummaged in her purse while she listened. 
“Well, remember that thing I told you about? You know, about Marinette?” 
“You mean your crush on her? Here, cooling whatever for your eyes. I'll get you a paper towel.” 


“Yeah, my crush on her...well, you see, I kinda tried to tell her and she gave me a handshake and it 
was stupid and awkward and I shouldn't have said anything in the first place and she'll never like me back 
and—and—” Sabrina bit her lower lip, embarrassed at the tears that continued to fall. She wrapped her 
arms around herself, leaning into Chloé’s embrace when she offered it. “I’m sorry. It’s stupid, and I know it. 
I’m sorry.” 


“Sabrina, you have nothing to apologize for. If that girl can’t see how amazing you are, then she’s 
just as dumb as I think she is. You deserve better.” 


“But she’s so kind, Chloé. And caring and pretty...” She sighed. “Why was our breakup easier than 
this?” 


“Because we had a friendship to fall back on, even if I wasn’t great at expressing it. With this you 
have, what, one school project? A weird connection because I’m dating Alya? Either it'll work out, or it won't, 
There’s no telling what will happen. Now, let’s get you cleaned up; we have dinner at the hotel.” 


Sabrina sniffed and smiled. “Thanks, Chloé.” 


“You're welcome. And if she hurts you, you know I’m gonna kick her ass, right?” 


Sabrina laughed. “I sure do! I sure do.” 


Marinette approached Sabrina the next morning near the lockers. 
“Hey, Sabrina?” 
Sabrina looked up at her from her books, eyes wide. “Oh. Hi.” 


Marinette bit her bottom lip, begging the anxiety welling up in her to stop flowing. “I-I wanted to 
apologize for yesterday. I enjoyed doing you with the project—doing the project with you!—and Га love to 
hang out with you more. I just...” She sighed, trying to find the words. “It’s no secret that Chloé doesn’t like 
me unless I’m Ladybug, and—” Marinette covered her mouth. “Oh, hell.” 


“Wait, excuse me?” 
“You weren't supposed to say that! I mean! I wasn’t supposed to hear that! No! Dammit!” 


Sabrina pushed her glasses back up, a look of awe coming to her face. “Everything makes so much 
sense now.” 


“You can’t tell anybody! Like, I already spilled the beans to Alya last week, and now this, and oh my 
gosh Chat's gonna kill me—” 


Sabrina grabbed her by one shoulder. “Hey, it’s okay. I get it. Your secret’s safe with me, okay? I 
won't tell Chat, and I definitely won't tell Chloé.” 


Marinette visibly relaxed. “Oh, thank goodness. I just don’t know what she’d do with that 
information.” 


Sabrina nodded. “She can be hard to get along with. I could say she’s getting better all I want to, but 
it doesn’t erase all the crappy things she did before. You can trust me not to tell her. You know what, why 
don't you come over tomorrow evening? We can talk about everything and...stuff...” 


Marinette’s face lit up before sinking. “I have patrol tomorrow.” 
“After, then. Stop by on your way home.” 
“Are you sure? It'll be past midnight, probably.” 


‘Tm positive. Itl be good for you to have someone else in the know, especially someone who won't 
madly follow you into the fray for a scoop.” 


Marinette snorted. “Isn’t that the truth. Okay, tomorrow, after patrol. Thanks, Sabrina.” She leaned 
forward to kiss her on the cheek and froze for а split second before turning it into a gentle peck. “You're the 
best. See you.” She spun on her heel and ran out, her face flaming. It was going to be a long day. 


Marinette stopped by Sabrina’s the next night as promised, their project now forgotten as they 
giggled over a video. They shared a blanket while they watched a vine compilation on Marinette’s phone. 


Marinette snickered. “I gotta watch that again just for that cat.” 

“The cat? Come on, the goats are better.” 

Mari shrugged a shoulder. “What can I say? I’m partial to cats.” 

Sabrina giggled. “ТЇЇ give you that. So, what's it like? Being a superhero?” 


She took a contemplative breath. “Exhilarating, refreshing, rewarding..but also terrifying. I 
understand that we haven't failed yet, but what if we do? From what I can tell, it's just us kids against the 


evil in the world, and it’s up to us to save the day. It can be a lot of pressure I wish I didn't have. Like, I have 
enough problems studying for my stupid math homework sometimes. I definitely don’t need to worry about 
the fate of Paris on top of everything else I do. Ugh, that feels like it should be the other way around, but it 
really isn’t sometimes. And oh gosh, I’m rambling. I’m sorry.” 


“No, don’t be. You have to let it out somewhere.” Sabrina yawned. “You know, it’s getting late. Do 
you—do you wanna do this again next week? I'll make cookies.” 


Marinette stretched. “That sounds like a good idea. It’s not like it’s getting any earlier.” She yawned 
also. “Thanks for listening. I'll see you at school tomorrow.” 


Sabrina offered her a quick hug. “See you.” 


Mari fought the blush creeping up her neck and called for a transformation, relaxing a fraction when 
she was suited up. “Bye.” She winked and swung into the night, panicking when she ran into somebody a 
few blocks later and tumbled onto an empty roof. “Um, hello?” 


“Buginette!” Chat Noir helped her up. “I’m so sorry!” 
“Chaton! What are you doing up so late?” 
“1 should ask you the same thing! It’s almost three!” 


“No, it isn’t!” She looked at her yoyo, eyes bugging out before she returned to her cool demeanor. 
“Okay, for the record, I am right. It's a little past three.” 


“What a difference! But seriously, what are you doing out so late?” 
“Just...hanging out. With a f-friend.” 

“Ladybug, are you blushing?” 

“No!” (She was definitely blushing.) 

“Do you have a crush on this friend?” 


“No! I mean, maybe? It’s all confusing. I’ve never liked a girl like this before, and it’s only been a 
week, and 1 swore I was in love with a guy two weeks ago and what is with me and rambling tonight?” 


Chat blinked. “Oh. I can see why that’s a dilemma.” 


“Right? Like, Sabrina’s so sweet when you get to know her. Not that Adrien isn’t, I just...it’s different, 
I guess? I don't know. I’m too tired for this.” She rubbed her eyes, missing the queer look on Chat's face. 


“Hey, don’t worry about it. How old are we? We definitely don’t have to have it figured out already. 
But I’m around if you wanna talk about it, okay?” He yawned. “We need to go to bed or else we'll be dead 
for school tomorrow. Goodnight, my Lady.” He waved as he dropped off the roof. 


“Goodnight, Chat.” 


Wednesday came again, and that brought Marinette back to Sabrina’s. “Okay, but how did you 
know that snickerdoodle was my favorite? These are amazing!” 


Sabrina gave her a sly smile. “I have my ways.” 
“You overheard Alya, didn’t you?” 


“Hey, a magician never reveals her secrets!” She pushed the close button on her DVD player. “You 
might not like this documentary, but it’s about galaxies and space and stuff. Space is so pretty.” 


Marinette spoke around her cookie, stroking Tikki’s head. “Is there math involved?” 


“I mean, maybe a little.” 
Mari shook her head. “You and your math.” 


“I don’t know if you know this, but a lot of math goes into you being able to swing around the city 
on an indestructible yoyo. Wait, is it indestructible?” 


Tikki swallowed her bite. “Like you said, a magician never reveals her secrets!” Her laugh softened 
the atmosphere as Sabrina settled next to Marinette and spread a blanket over their legs, making a nest for 
Tikki between them. 


“Wait, hold up. Is this about astrophysics?” 
“I told you it was about space!” 
Marinette rolled her eyes and flopped backwards. “Whatever. Nerd.” 


Sabrina reclined next to her, supporting herself on an elbow. “Excuse me, but you're the class rep. 
That automatically raises your nerdiness.” 


“But I’m also a superhero, so that negates any nerdy qualities.” 


“Hey, if that’s true for you, then it’s also true for Chat, and you call him a nerd all the time by your 
own admission.” 


“Crap. Okay, I'll accept that nerdy point, but only on principle. Chat's worse than the two of us 
combined on any given day.” 


Sabrina pondered that ог а moment. “Okay, so what you're saying is that while you're a little bit of 
a nerd, and I’m somewhat of a nerd, Chat Noir, one of the other heroes of Paris and flirt extraordinaire, is 
the nerdiest nerd to ever nerd?” 


“I can assure you that he most definitely is. While I love him dearly, it can be excruciating 
sometimes.” 


“That’s fair. Speaking of excruciating, how’s that crush on Adrien coming?” 


Marinette blushed much less than she thought she would've. “Better, surprisingly. With my luck, ће 
noticed me already, but we passed like ships in the night, and so our love could never work in the daytime.” 


“While that was poetic, aren’t you the embodiment of good luck?” 


She shrugged, meeting her eyes. “Wish I could tell you, Bri.” Wish I could kiss you, Bri. Wait, where 
did that come from?! 


“You're the one who has magical superpowers, and you can’t even get the guy you like. Yikes.” 
“You don't have magical superpowers, and you're in the same boat with guys.” 

Sabrina bit her lip. “Actually, I wouldn't be in the same boat with guys. I’m a lesbian.” 
Marinette blinked. “Oh. I’m sorry for assuming; I didn’t know. Do you have a girlfriend, then?” 


Sabrina’s cheeks flamed as she shook her head. “I sorta dated Chloé for a while, but we didn’t work 
ina romantic capacity. Th-there’s another girl I’m interested in, but she has no idea. She's probably straight, 
and I know she’s pining after a guy in her class.” 


“Hey, don’t make the same silly mistake I just did. While I pine over Adrien, I’m starting to think 1 
might be bi or something. Alya suggested I might be demisexual when we talked about it a few weeks ago, 
but I haven’t figured it out yet. That makes me sound like a bad gay, doesn’t it?” Mari laughed nervously, 
fidgeting with the fringe on Sabrina’s blanket. “You know, I should go before it gets too late. We have that 


French exam tomorrow, and we both need our rest. ГЇЇ see you next week?” She was already half out of the 
bed, scooping Tikki into her hands. “Thanks again for the cookies.” 


“Yeah, next week. Have a safe trip home.” Sabrina waved a little, mesmerized by the transformation. 
“Bye.” She dropped her hand when Ladybug was out of sight, a tiny seed of hope planted in her chest. 


There’s a chance! 


Ladybug dropped into Sabrina’s window again the next Wednesday. “Sorry I’m late, I—” She turned 
and saw Sabrina sleeping on her desk, a half-eaten plate of cookies out. Ladybug smiled and gathered her 
into her arms, tucking her into bed with a kiss on the forehead. 


She looked around for a piece of paper, munching on a cookie in the meantime. “Here we go. ‘SR, 
sorry I missed you. Thanks for the cookies; they were great! MDC.’ There, that works.” She drew a little 
ladybug in the corner of the paper, left it where Sabrina would find it the next morning, and made her escape 
with a few extra cookies in tow as she made her way home. 


“Ladybug!” 

She swung herself to a stop so Chat could catch up. “Hey, chaton. What are you up to?” 
“Oh, I’m just...out.” He shrugged a shoulder. “You?” 

“Yeah, just...out. Cookie?” She held one out to him, which he readily accepted. 

“This is amazing! Who made this?” 


Ladybug laughed nervously. “Oh, nobody. Just that girl I’ve been visiting.” She munched on her own 
cookie while they sat down next to each other. 


“And how is she?” 
“Well..she was asleep.” 
Chat raised an eyebrow. “How did you get the cookie?” 


“She made them before I got there and left them out? Look, it’s not my fault she fell asleep at her 
desk.” 


Chat shook his head. “That's the worst. I always wake up with weird back pain that I have to stretch 
out. I feel bad for her future back pain.” 


“She...probably won't have any. I might’ve...tucked her into bed?” 
“You tucked her into bed?! My gosh, Buginette. You have it bad.” 


Ladybug cringed. “I know. Гуе fallen hard. But it’s not my fault she’s funny and charming and cute, 
you know? Other than liking math. That’s just absurd.” 


Chat scoffed. “I like math. Okay, physics, but still.” 


“Oh, did I tell you that she turned on a documentary about astrophysics last week? She did that! For 
fun!” 


“You know, I probably have a few of those lying around.” 
Ladybug laughed. “I was right. You аге a nerd.” 
He pretended to be offended. “Hey now, math is beautiful!” 


“And now you sound like her, so I will give my standard response: math is not beautiful.” 


“Do you know what is beautiful?” 
Ladybug sighed. “I definitely do. She is.” 


“Um, wow, way to make it sweet and stuff. I was gonna say visualizations of the Fibonacci sequence, 
but thanks for showing me up.” 


“Visualizations of the Fibonacci sequence? What? No, that’s not beautiful!” 


Chat held up a finger while he searched on his baton. “See? Golden ratio. It actually is beautiful, and 
it’s math.” 


She huffed. “Whatever. This one, singular math thing is beautiful.” She sighed. “She’s my new golden 
ratio.” 


“Do I need to get Rena to come take you home? You're a mess.” 


“Oh, shut up, Chat. Just enjoy your cookie.” 


Sabrina stopped Marinette in the hallway the next morning. “Hey, I got your note when I woke up. 
Thanks for putting me to bed.” 


“Oh, it was no trouble! You're bound to get a weird back pain when you sleep like that.” Marinette 
noticed Adrien passing at that exact moment, a confused look on his face. “Hold on, Bri. Adrien, are you 
alright?” She turned to keep track of him, but he was already long gone. “That was weird. Whatever. 
Anyway, where were we?” 


Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “You know that you didn’t stutter or make a total idiot of yourself, 
right?” 


“Huh. I guess I didn’t. There’s a first time for everything, they say.” She shrugged a shoulder, 
determined not to think of it for the time being. “Anyway, thanks for the cookies. They were great! Chat 
loved them, too.” 


‘Tm glad to hear that! Oh, gotta go. See you Wednesday.” 


Marinette waved as she passed. “Wednesday!” She jumped when Alya tapped her shoulder, making 
a strangled sound. “Jeez! Hi!” 


“Hey yourself. Wanna explain what that was about?” Alya’s expression said that she already knew 
everything that was going on, but that was impossible, wasn’t it? 


Marinette glanced around for Chloé, only speaking when she saw they were in the clear. “So, 
remember that conversation we had where I said there was a girl and I came out? Well...” 


Alya’s face lit up. “Girl! Go for it!” 

“But Chloé!” 

Alya waved a hand. “But nothing. I saw how Sabrina was looking at you.” 

“Pssh. She said she was interested in a girl who was already pining over a guy, and—oh. Oh.” 
“Yeah, oh. She meant you, you beautiful tropical fish.” 

Marinette let the information sink in, still a little stunned. “Oh.” 


“Come on, you priceless gem. Let’s get you to class.” 


Saturday night brought a quick patrol for Ladybug and Chat Noir, so they decided to relax on a 
secluded rooftop and talk like they used to in the “good old days.” 


Ladybug flicked her wrist and performed small tricks for Chat while he talked about the woes of his 
love life. “That’s rough, buddy.” 


Не scrunched his nose. “Don't use Avatar on me. Besides, you're more of a Katara than a Zuko.” 
“Am not!” 


Chat held up his fingers while he made his points. “You talk about hope, you have blue eyes, you 
have magic powers—” 


“Waterbending isn’t magic, Chat.” 

“—and you have jewelry that’s special to you, so there.” 

“If anything, I’m Korra. Badass, same blue eyes, spunky, and gay.” 
“That's fair, but you need an animal guide if you're Korra.” 
“Doesn't Tikki count?” 

“True. Dammit, why do you have to be right?” 


“Because Im clearly the best.” She winked at him and laughed when he pouted. “I’m sorry you're 
struggling, though. I hope you and that guy can work things out.” 


“Thanks. So, how's your love life going? Still talking to that girl?” 

Ladybug stilled her yoyo, a distant look in her eye. “I think she might be interested in me, too.” 
“Have you asked her?” 

“Well...no...” 

Chat stretched and laid back. “Well, that would be the first step.” 


“1 know, but my best friend thinks that she might be, and she’s usually right about this stuff. My 
other best friend, I mean.” 


Chat chuckled. “Of course.” 
“T just don't know how to ask her.” 
“Talk to her. Tell her how you feel first.” 


She sighed. “But that’s so nerve-wracking.” Ladybug thought for a moment, a plan forming in her 
mind. “You know what? ГЇЇ do it if you do it.” 


Chat narrowed his eyes at her. “Challenge accepted.” 


‘Tm serious, Chat. We're both dancing around these cool people, and we are uncool, so we ought to 
take the opportunity while it arises.” 


He scoffed. “Since when are we uncool? We're superheroes.” 
“Okay, Гат not uncool, but you're still a huge nerd.” 


He put his hand to his chest in fake hurt. “Excuse me! Anime and an unerring love for physics does 
not a nerd make!” 


She rolled her eyes. “If not that, then the puns do.” 


“I mean, you have a point as far as that goes.” 


“Then it’s settled. You're a nerd, and we need to confess our affections.” 


Chat Noir, the ever mature and respectable hero, stuck his tongue out at her. “What do I get out of 
this?” 


“A huge weight lifted off our chests? A chance to find true love?” 
“But what about ‘Conceal, don't feel, don't let them know’?” 
“No. It all ends tomorrow, or it has to be today.” 


They started singing, “For the first time in forever, nothing’s in our way!” Ladybug screeched when 
Chat pushed her—and caught her before she fell. 


“You jerk!” 
He held her close and laughed. “Worth it!” 


She planted a quick kiss on his cheek. “Thanks for listening to me these last few weeks. Hopefully, 
everything changes tomorrow. Either that, or I'm inviting myself as a third wheel on your dates with that 
boy.” 


He kissed her head. “You'll do great. Everything will turn out.” 
“Thanks, Chat. Good luck.” 
“You too, Ladybug.” 


Ladybug startled Sabrina when she dropped in the next afternoon after school. 
“Mari! I wasn't expecting you today!” 
Ladybug released her transformation and gave Tikki a few cookies before she flew off. 


“Т have something to tell you.” She must've looked as nervous as she felt; Sabrina was quick to offer 
hospitality. 


“Here, let's sit down. I'll get a blanket.” 
They settled down, Marinette's internal panic only growing with each passing second. 
“What's up?” 


“I'm pregnant, and you're the mother. Wait, no! Dammit, I can't believe I said that. I'm a virgin, so 
that's obviously not it. Um...” She took a deep breath. “Oh my gosh. I'm sorry.” 


Sabrina reached over and took her hand. “Hey, it's okay. Whatever it is, you can tell me.” 


Marinette bit her lip. “I know you might not feel this way about me, but I like you. Like, like-like 
you.” She took another deep breath, desperate to keep herself together. “That's all I had. I understand if you 
don’t feel the same way, but I’ve enjoyed sneaking around and getting to know you and all that stuff.” She 
twisted the fringe on the blanket between her fingers. “So, yeah. I hope this doesn't change too much 
between us.” 


Sabrina surged forward and kissed Marinette’s cheek, panic and excitement peeking out of their 
hiding places behind her eyes. “Is that okay?” 


Marinette kissed her cheek in return, a deep blush spreading with her smile. “It’s more than okay.” 
She laid her forehead on Sabrina’s, nervous giggles bubbling forth from them both. 


Sabrina whispered, “May I kiss you?” 


Mari angled her head just so and planted her lips on hers, hands coming to cup Ви 5 head in the soft 
bliss of the moment. 


They broke the kiss a second later and resumed their forehead touch in silence until Marinette 
spoke up. “I know I keep saying that math isn’t beautiful, but—” 


“Math is beautiful!” 
“No, math isn’t beautiful, but you are, Sabrina.” 


She giggled again. “So are you, Marinette. So are you.” 
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Of Macarons and Pains Au Chocolat 
by themiraculoustrashcan 
The first time 


“Ladybug, wait!” Ladybug ignored the reporter’s call behind her and shot her yoyo into the sky, 
flying away from the scene of the akuma attack as quickly as possible. 


As she swung away, she spared a glance behind her and saw the wide-eyed gaze of Alya, looking at 
her with complete awe and admiration. Ladybug smiled, and once she landed on a nearby roof, waved to 
her best friend right before leaping away from the scene of the fight. 


It was only a few minutes later that her partner caught up with her. 


“Good fight, wasn't it, my lady?” Chat asked as he ran beside her, lithely jumping over an exposed 
beam. 


“Yeah, it was. That akuma was a bit of a challenge,” Ladybug agreed as she slid underneath a pipe. 
Her earrings beeped, alerting her that she had limited time before her transformation expired. She quickly 
spotted a nearby alleyway up ahead, and pointed to it. 


“Here, we can transform over there,” she said. Chat nodded and they both leapt down into the 
alley, the darkness disappearing momentarily as the pink and green light of them dropping their 
transformations flashed. 


Landing in the alley, Marinette smoothed out her hair and glanced over at her partner, who 
seemed to be no worse for wear. Tikki dropped into her outstretched palms, and she hurried to hand the 
tired kwami a cookie, before gently guiding her into her purse. 


“You ready to go, Adrien?” Marinette asked, looking to her friend. Adrien was currently attempting 
to feed his kwami, Plagg, with a piece of cheese, but Plagg just stuck his nose up. 


“Т want Camembert, not this Babybel knockoff,” Plagg said, making Adrien roll his eyes. 


“Look, I know you don't prefer these but it's all I have on me right now. ГЇЇ get you some 
Camembert later. Now, do you want it or not?” Plagg stared at Adrien for a moment, clearly weighing the 
pros and cons of the offer that was laid in front of him, before sighing and grabbing the cheese. 


“Fine, I'll take this, but I expect a full plate of Camembert tonight,” Adrien just rolled his eyes and 
opened his shirt for Plagg to fly into, and Marinette stifled a giggle. It was always entertaining to see 
Adrien interact with his kwami, as Plagg’s personality was so very different than Tikki’s. 


Marinette had known Adrien’s identity, and vice versa, for nearly a year now. It didn't feel like that 
much time had passed, but it was so normal to her now that it seemed ridiculous for things to be any 
other way. Now, along with being her one of her closest friends, Adrien was also her ultimate confidant. 


“Let's go, Marinette,” Adrien said, starting towards the main street. Marinette grinned and 
followed him out of the alley, but wasn't even two steps out onto the street before a face was suddenly in 
her own. 


“Marinette! I saw Ladybug go this way! Did you see her?” Alya asked, excitedly dancing from foot 
to foot as she spoke. 


“Uhhh...” she paused and looked to Adrien for help, and he subtly pointed in the direction they had 
been heading before deviating into the alley. “I think I saw her go that way?” she said in an uncertain tone, 
pointing to where Adrien had pointed. Alya’s eyes lit up at that, and she whirled around before taking off 
in that direction. 


“Thanks Mari! ГЇЇ catch up with you later!” she yelled, phone already in hand. The two friends 
watched her sprint away, and once she was gone, Marinette breathed out a sigh of relief before turning 
back to Adrien. 


“God, she's getting really good at following us, isn't she?” Marinette commented, running a hand 
through her hair. 


“Yeah, she is. If she had gotten here just a few seconds sooner...” Adrien trailed off, the words not 
needing to be said. Marinette nodded in agreement, chewing her lip out of nervousness. 


All of their encounters with Alya had been more and more risky as time went on. She was getting 
closer than ever to finding out the identities of Ladybug and Chat Noir, and Marinete knew she wasn't 
going to give up till she knew just who the masked heroes of Paris were. 


It's not that Marinette didn't want to tell her best friend. In fact, the very opposite was true. She 
wanted to tell her more than anything. But it had been several years since Ladybug and Chat Noir first 
became renowned for their heroism, and Marinette was fully aware that if she told Alya now, not only 
would it put Alya in danger of being used as blackmail if Hawkmoth were to ever find out she knew, but 
also the level of betrayal her best friend would feel would be unfathomable. 


Alya would never forgive her. 


And so, Marinette kept quiet. Letting the secret that weighed her down fester deep within her, 
only for Adrien to know about. 


“We should head back to class, I'm sure Alya will catch up with us soon,” Adrien suggested. 
Marinette nodded, still staring after her best friend, a wave of guilt making her heart clench. 


It was only a short walk back to Francois DuPont Academy, and soon enough they were back in 
class, just as if the lunchtime akuma attack had never even occurred. 


Marinette took her usual seat and noticed Alya wasn't there. 


Alya didn't show up till thirty minutes into class. Madame Bustier frowned at her, but didn't write 
the girl a late slip as she would've for any other student. The teachers were all aware that Alya followed 
akuma attacks closer than any other reporter was willing to go, and had reached an unspoken 
understanding that sometimes the student wouldn't be able to get back to class right on time. 


“Hey girl, what'd I miss?” Alya whispered as she slid into her seat, nudging Marinette with her 
elbow. Marinette glanced up from her notes and smiled at her friend, relieved to see she was okay. 


“Not much, mainly just talking about us preparing to read A Midsummer Night’s Dream,” Alya 
nodded and leaned over to get a better look at Marinette’s paper, and Marinette felt heat rise in her 
cheeks at their close proximity. 


Then, Alya backed off and class continued as normal. Marinette felt the tightness in her chest 
loosen over the hours, and by the end of the day it was gone. 


The second time 
It was a rough fight this time. 


The akuma was more violent than most, utilizing her ability to control metal to throw cars around 
as if they were toys. Her name was Metallica, a pun which Ladybug would've actually appreciated had the 
person wielding the name not have been trying to kill people. 


The screams of civilians flooded Ladybug’s ears as she dodged yet another hunk of metal (was 
that a statue?), and she glanced behind to see throngs of people running for any sort of shelter they could 
find. 


vr 


“Ladybug! Over there!” Chat shouted, pointing to a group of civilians that were in the direct path 
of a flying Toyota. Ladybug wasted no time in throwing her yoyo around the two lamp posts framing the 
group of people, wrapping the string around multiple times to act as a makeshift net. 


The car bounced off the yoyo strings and went crashing into an empty patch of street, and the 
civilians cheered as Ladybug undid her net. 


Then, she heard another scream, this time from an all too familiar voice. 


Whirling around, Ladybug saw Alya was trapped in an alleyway with nowhere to run, and the 
akuma was quickly approaching her. 


She felt her entire body freeze as she watched the scene unfold in front of her. 


“Oh look, it's Ladybug’s little pet reporter. You're always right in the thick of the action. I suppose 
this is gonna go on your precious Ladyblog too?” Metallica asked, gesturing to Alya’s phone. Whereas 
most would've blanched and tried to make a run for it, Alya held her ground and tightened the grip on her 
phone. 


“Yeah, it is,” she said, a smirk growing on her face despite the worry in her eyes. “As a reporter, it's 
my duty to put any and all instances with Ladybug on my blog, and you can bet I'm gonna film every little 
second of Ladybug kicking your-” Alya didn't get the chance to finish her sentence before the akuma was 
pinning her to the wall, a hand quickly closing around her throat. Ladybug paled, the adrenaline coursing 
through her finally pushing her into action. 


“1 dare you to finish that sentence, little reporter,” she sneered, pressing her face close against 
Alya’s. “Tell me, where’s your precious Ladybug now?” Before Alya could respond, Ladybug swung down 
into the alley, right behind Metallica, and Alya grinned despite being choked. 


“I'm right here,” she announced. Metallica whipped around, dropping Alya rather 
unceremoniously to the ground in favor of glaring down the heroine. 


“So, Ladybug, I knew you'd come for her soon enough,” Metallica said, her grin practically feral. 


“What can I say? I can't let you hurt the best reporter in Paris, now can I?” Metallica frowned and 
Alya laughed weakly, her voice hoarse as she rubbed her neck. 


“Hand over your Miraculous!” the akuma demanded. 


“Hmm... It's gonna be a ‘no’ from me,” Ladybug cocked а half-smile, and Metallica growled before 
suddenly leaping towards Ladybug, which the hero side-stepped with ease. 


But Ladybug’s victory didn't last long, as before Metallica was even up on her feet, a barrage of 
metal objects began to fly towards the two girls. 


Now standing in front of her friend, Ladybug used her yoyo to defend Alya from the onslaught. She 
blocked watches, rings, cell phones, car keys, scissors, pretty much anything metal that one could find in 
daily life. Alya shrunk behind Ladybug’s frame, while Ladybug frantically looked for a way to get the girl 
out of here. 


She couldn't move or else Alya would get pummeled, but if she stayed she was just going to tire 
herself out. Her arm was already becoming sore from the constant yoyo swinging, and she could feel 
beads of sweat forming on her forehead. She needed a way out and she needed it now. 


Wait, where was Chat? 


“CHAT! I NEED SOME HELP OVER HERE!” she shouted, wincing as ап old-fashioned telephone 
bounced off the surface of her yoyo. (Where had that come from? Who even used a rotary phone these 
days?) Metallica laughed, the noise harsh and grating like nails on a chalkboard, and Ladybug’s eyes 
widened as a car appeared from behind the akuma, barreling towards the girls at high speed. 


Think, think, think! What could she do? 


Ladybug didn't have time to formulate a plan before Chat landed in front of her, dodging the 
assault with feline grace. 


“Get her out of here! I'll hold Metallica off!” Chat shouted, his baton already in motion. Ladybug 
nodded, knowing this was the only chance she was gonna get. Grabbing Alya by the waist, she swung her 
yoyo into the sky and flew off, hoping her partner would be able to hold his own until she got back. 


Together the hero and her reporter flew through the sky, the wind whipping past them as 
destruction raged below. Alya gasped and tightened her grip on Ladybug, and Ladybug squeezed the arm 
wrapped around the girl's waist. 


“1 got you,” she murmured. She wanted to get Alya as far away from the destruction as possible, 
but she knew that her friend would only come racing back as soon as she left. So she decided to place her 
somewhere she would be safe, but would still get a good shot of the action. 


It was on arooftop nearby. Far enough away that Metallica wouldn't notice her, but close enough 
that her camera would be able to capture the rest of the fight. 


Ladybug landed on the roof with practiced ease, her steps light as she set Alya back down onto 
solid ground. Alya took a shaky breath, settling herself, but kept her arms wrapped around Ladybug’s 
shoulders as regained her footing. 


“T-Thank you, Ladybug. I really thought I was gonna be screwed back there if you hadn't come 
along,” she said, smiling brightly at the girl. 


“Of course, Alya. Га never let you get hurt,” Ladybug responded. Alya stared at her in surprise for 
a moment, and Ladybug’s cheeks began to heat up as she realized the weight of what she had said. “A-And 
any other citizen of Paris, I’d never let any citizens get hurt,” she stammered in an attempt to hide her 
blunder. Alya just chuckled, and Ladybug noticed her cheeks were flushed as well. 


“Well, thank you anyway,” Alya said, glancing at her shoes before looking back up at Ladybug. She 
gazed at Ladybug for a few seconds, before her brows pulled into a frown, and she cocked her head to the 
side. “You know... youremind me ofa friend of mine,” she commented. Ladybug’s heart rate picked up. “In 
fact, you even kinda look like her-” 


“SORRY BYE GOTTA GO HELP CHAT!” Ladybug shouted, abruptly moving out of Alya’s hold and 
swinging her yoyo to escape the inquisitive reporter's gaze. Her face burned as she flew through the sky, 
resisting the urge to turn and glance back at her friend. That was dangerous. She couldn't let herself get 
that close to Alya again, she was starting to notice things she shouldn’t, and Ladybug couldn’t let her find 
out her identity. No matter how much she wanted to. 


The third time 


She had promised herself she wasn’t going to let Alya get any closer to Ladybug. She had sworn to 
herself that she wouldn't do that for risk of Alya catching wind of her identity. 


But considering she was currently having coffee with the reporter in question, she was doing a 
pretty crappy job of that. 


“So Ladybug, what is your favorite pastry?” Alya asked, leaning slightly over the table. Ladybug 
scratched her chin in thought, taking a sip of her cappuccino as she did so, before grinning. 


“Pain au chocolat, definitely.” It had been several weeks since the Metallica incident, and Ladybug 
had been doing good on her promise to herself. She barely spoke to Alya during battles, only giving her 
small smiles here and there so the girl would know the she wasn’t upset with her. 


But then, tired of homework and just wanting to stretch her muscles, she’d decided to do a quick 
patrol completely on impulse. She hadn’t expected to run into Alya outside one of her favorite cafes, 
sipping on a coffee as she typed something on her laptop. She also hadn't really been expecting Alya to 
light up like the sun when she saw Ladybug there, or to invite the girl to sit down with her. 


The fact that the staff had given her a free cappuccino was just the icing on the ‘unexpected 
surprises’ cake. 


Now, here she was, talking and laughing with the girl who was arguably the biggest threat to her 
secret identity being revealed. 


“You gonna put that on the Ladyblog?” Ladybug asked with a teasing grin. Alya looked as if she 
had been considering it, but ultimately shook her head. 


“Nah, we can keep that between you and me. I don’t think Paris needs to know everything about 
you,” she said, winking at Ladybug from across the table. 


“Well in that case, let me let you in on another secret,” Ladybug said, leaning forward іп a 
conspiratorial manner. Alya’s eyes widened as she also leaned in to listen. Picking up her cappuccino, 
Ladybug gestured to it for Alya to see, and proceeded to down the rest of the small beverage in one go. 


“I cannot survive mornings without a cup of coffee, ГЇЇ even drink it black if I have to,” Ladybug 
said with a smirk. Alya snorted and took a sip of her own drink. 


“Honestly, that seems like you,” Alya commented offhandedly. She pursed her lips for a moment 
and scrunched her brows, realizing the oddness of what she said. 


Her mouth opened like she was going to speak, but then stopped, before it opened again. “You 
know what’s weird? Sometimes... 1 dunno, tell me if this is dumb but I... I feel like I know you? Like, I just 
feel really comfortable around you like I’ve known you for a while,” Ladybug’s eyes widened at that, a 
small gasp escaping her lips, but Alya didn’t notice anything except her silence. “Never mind, that’s kinda 
dumb-” she began, cheeks bright as she closed her laptop and went to stand. 


“No!” Ladybug interrupted, grabbing her wrist. Alya jumped in surprise, and Ladybug shrunk back 
into her seat guiltily. “I-I mean - no, it’s not dumb. I... I feel the same way with you,” God, if Alya only knew 
the half of it. Alya paused for a moment, before her shocked expression quickly morphed into a radiant 
grin. 


“1... I’m glad,” she said, putting her laptop into her bag. “I gotta go now, but if you're ever bored 
during a patrol again, let me know, I'd love to hang out some more!” Alya hurried off, leaving Ladybug 
with a head full of fear, and a stomach full of butterflies. 


She really really needed to stop doing this. 
But, funnily enough, she didn’t want to. 


The last time 


Ladybug took labored breaths, her feet still stinging from the force of her impact with the ground. 
Her heart pounded in her ears, and she could faintly hear the slapping of Alya’s shoes against concrete as 
she caught up with the heroine. 


Her hands shook as Alya got closer. She couldn’t hide this much longer. Alya knew. She knew. It 
was obvious by the look on her face when Ladybug had given her the macarons. God, she had to be so 
angry with Marinette. 


The scene kept playing over and over again in her head. She had just ‘run into’ Alya again during a 
‘spontaneous’ patrol, where the reporter was waiting at the cafe she was always at, typing rapidly onto 
her computer. She’d been thrilled when she saw Ladybug land in front of her table, and Ladybug had 
explained how she had brought some macarons from home for the two of them to share. 


Of course, Ladybug had forgotten she’d grabbed one of her bakery’s boxes to take the macarons in. 
As soonas Alya’s eyes fell onto the logo Marinette had designed herself, the meaning of the words ‘from 
home’ seemed to hit, and Alya had gasped. 


Ladybug hadn’t waited around to see her reaction, instead taking the opportunity to flee. 


The footsteps came closer, and then slowed to a walk. Ladybug kept her gaze firmly fixed on the 
alley wall in front of her, not wanting to turn around. The footsteps continued their approach, the sound 
bouncing off the walls like the notes of a disjointed song. Then, they stopped. 


“ 


I...” Alya began, her voice sounding strained. She paused, and Ladybug braced herself for it. She 
braced herself for the yelling and screaming, the accusations and unbridled rage that she so rightly 
deserved. But it never came. 


Instead, when Alya spoke again, her voice was soft. 


<... [know a lot about you, Ladybug,” she said, no trace of anger or betrayal in her voice. Ladybug 
didn't turn around, her shoulders remaining tense as she waited for Alya to continue. “I’ve always made it 
my mission to find out as much as 1 could about you. How old you were, where you went to school, how 
you got your powers, the whole deal. And, well, I like to think I've done a pretty good job of that. 


“I know you're in my grade, and I know that you go to my school,” she began. “I know your 
earrings are the source of your powers, which is why akumas are always trying to steal them. And, I also 
know you didn’t want to be a superhero at first,” she continued. Ladybug heard her take a step closer. 


“But recently, I’ve also learned some more... interesting things,” Alya said. “I know you have a 
sweet tooth, and that you love pain au chocolat. I also know you can’t survive mornings without some 
form of coffee, and that you'll even drink it black if you're desperate enough,” she said this with a chuckle, 
as if looking back on some fond memory. She stepped closer. 


“I... I also know you love Paris, and that you're willing to defend it with your life. You love this city 
that much, despite seeing nearly every citizen at their absolute worst on a daily basis.” 


Closer. 


“Т know you've always seemed weirdly familiar to me. That's part of the reason I was so obsessed 
with finding out who you were, I wanted to know why it felt like I knew you every time I saw you fly off 
on your yoyo to go fight the bad guys,” Alya was right behind her now, and she knew that if she turned 
around they would be face to face. 


“1 know your family’s bakery makes some of the best macarons in the city, and that on our first 
day of meeting each other you split your last one with me,” Ladybug felt her breath hitch at that, her heart 
practically pounding out of her chest. “I know that you're one of the kindest and most fearless people Гуе 
ever met, and... well...” she paused. 


“I know you're my best friend.” It was silent between them for a moment, before Ladybug sighed, 
and turned around to face the girl. She was surprised to see that Alya didn’t seem angry, or upset. Instead, 
she just seemed... concerned. Had she already known? Was that why she wasn’t blowing up at her? 


“How long?” Ladybug asked quietly. “Did you only just find out? Or did you figure it out earlier?” 


“1... I've suspected it for a while, especially ever since you saved me from Metallica. But then when 
you brought up the macarons earlier today I knew for sure it was you.” Alya explained. They were 
standing so close to each other, their foreheads were nearly touching. Ladybug could feel Alya’s soft 
breath on her face, and was certain her friend could hear the violent pounding of her heart. 


“Are you mad at me?” Ladybug asked in a tiny voice, glancing at her feet. Alya didn’t respond 
immediately, hesitating as she seemingly thought about how to answer. 


“Т was at first, but I get why you had to hide it from me. You can’t exactly go telling the world your 
secret identity,” Alya said with a chuckle. 


“Well... I’m sorry anyway. I wanted to tell you, I really did. I just... couldn’t.” Ladybug said, leaning 
forward till her head was pressed against Alya’s. 


“It’s okay, I forgive you,” Alya was whispering now. “I know now, that’s what’s important.” With 
every breath from Alya, Ladybug felt shivers run up and down her spine. Ladybug felt as if a huge weight 
had been lifted off her shoulders. Her worries were gone, Alya wasn’t mad at her, she still had her best 
friend. It was okay. Everything was okay. 


And now, in this moment, without the crushing fear that Alya would hate her if she ever knew her 
identity, Marinette knew what she wanted to do next. 


“Alya... can I-” 


“Yes, please,” Alya said, cutting her off. Marinette grinned and leaned forward, closing the gap 
between them as their lips met. Slowly, gently, the girls kissed, both smiling as they reveled in the simple 
act. Marinette’s arms wrapped around Alya’s waist, and Alya’s hands trailed up so her fingers were 
tangling in Marinette’s pigtails. Without breaking the kiss, Marinette dropped her transformation, the 
pink light flashing behind her closed eyes as her mask disappeared. 


After a few minutes of kissing, both entangled in one another, Alya pulled back, and smiled even 
wider. 


“There’s my pretty girl,” Alya said, moving her hand to stroke Marinette’s cheek. 


“You sound like you're talking to a cat,” Marinette replied, laughing lightly. Alya smirked and 
pecked her on the cheek. 


“And they say romance is dead,” They both stared at each other for a moment, before dissolving 
into a fit of giggles. It was a few more minutes that they stayed in that alley, laughing and kissing one 
another, before they walked out, hand in hand as they made their way back onto the streets of Paris. A 
hero and her reporter. A girl and her best friend. A perfect match. 


They were together, and that was that. 


Outline ofa Heart 
by agrestenoir 
It’s like this: 


Tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, goose-pimpled skin pressed up against each other, Chloe sighs 
and buries her head in the crook of Marinette’s neck. There isn’t much time before they’re set to awake, 
the silver sunlight of the early morning already streaming through in the white-laced curtains hanging 
over the window, but in this moment, Chloe feels as if she still has an eternity. Marinette dozes in her 
arms, fingers splayed over her low back and hip, warm breath tickling her cheek as she breathes deeply 
and evenly. The entire scene is picturesque, some sort of idyllic moment between two lovers at the end of 
the movie, and Chloe can’t help but think how perfect that description is. Watching Marinette sleep seems 
to have that effect on her. 


While she’s content to lay there for a little while longer, duty eventually makes its call. Chloe 
crawls out of the bed, leaving a slumbering Marinette behind. Dressing in a worn pair of sweatpants and 
tank top, she goes to the kitchen, arming herself with a coffee mug and tea, before returning to the 
bedroom. The morning has always been an easy, simple thing—something that she takes great care to 
enjoy. At twenty-two, while careers and superhero duties normally take precedence in whatever she does, 
soft, quiet moments are things she tries not to take for granted. Sunrises are meant to be watched and 
awed. 


Crossing the bedroom, Chloe picks up an old knit blanket, throwing it over her shoulders before 
easing open the door to the balcony. She slips into a wicker chair, surrounded by Marinette’s flowers and 
other potted plants, and stares out over Paris. A mosaic of purples and pinks paint the sky, staining the 
clouds like cotton candy, and the sun twinkles over the horizon. The hustle and bustle of the early Paris 
morning echoes like a lullaby, lulling Chloe to nestle deeper into the chair and blanket. It isn’t until she 
hears the door slide open behind her, Marinette’s light footsteps padding across the wooden planks of the 
balcony, and then arms are slipping down around her neck. 


“Hey.” Marinette’s voice is rough with sleep, still deep and lazy. “You're up early.” 


“Please, I got the perfect amount of beauty sleep,” Chloe snips, a warm smile stretching across her 
face as she leans her head back. She meets Marinette’s soft expression, blue eyes framed with black fringe, 
and can’t help but feel her whole world shift. “Looks like you did too.” 


A small laugh falls from Marinette’s lips, slipping into the space between them, and she buries her 
face in the crook of Chloe’s neck. “Stop that, oh my god.” 


“Stop what?” Chloe asks. 
Marinette can only shake her head. “1 can’t believe you.” 


Funny, Chloe thinks, because she can’t believe Marinette either. In the five years they’ve been 
together, the six years they’ve been friends, she never imagined she would find herself on their shared 
balcony, Marinette’s lips pressed against her neck as they watch the sunrise. Sometimes, it’s hard to 
believe that this is all real. That she really has this. 


“Love you,” Marinette murmurs in her ear. 
Chloe can only hum in response. Of course she loves her too. 
It’s funny though because Chloe hasn’t always loved Marinette. It’s something she learns to do. 


It's slow and painful when it happens—it’s not something she falls into. Falling in love is simple 
and easy, sinking without resistance with no idea what the impact will be, and happens in one swoop. 


Learning, on ће other hand, requires trial and error, where sometimes success determines how much the 
concept sticks, ifit ever does at all. It’s a work in progress. 


It’s important to remember: Chloe never falls in love with Marinette Dupin-Cheng, but instead she 
learns how to. 


It starts a little something like this: 


When duty calls Chloe onto the battlefield as Queen Bee, she vows to hide her true identity—even 
more so than a certain red and black-spotted hero. (For my father, she tells anyone who asks, because in 
the end, he’s the person she’s protecting, he’s the person she’s doing this for.) When her fellow heroes— 
Chat Noir, Volpina, and Ladybug—ask questions, whether personal or for small-talk, she hesitates to even 
give an inch. How much can they bite off before they learn the truth? 


Slowly though, she learns to trust. Long nights of patrols and akuma battles changes it. Тћеу те all 
hiding the same things—identities and lives that matter to them—so who better to share her hopes and 
dreams, concerns and fears, pains and truths with? 


They spend early mornings and late evenings traipsing over rooftops after a battle, sharing inside 
jokes like secrets, immersing themselves in joy and happiness even after а ruthless fight. She finds out 
that Chat Noir’s puns and charisma fall like water, easy and free, because he doesn’t need to worry about 
holding them back as a hero. Volpina gets a thrill in doing her duty because their responsibility isn’t heavy 
with her; in a way, the mask is something she’s always wanted. Ladybug loves doing feats that most deem 
impossible, the feeling of wind rushing past as she swings about Paris, and somehow finds her true self 
even while she hides her true identity. 


Eventually, her unlikely allies become her friends, and some of them... even become something 
more. 


Queen Bee and Ladybug clash from time to time, both so headstrong and independent when it 
comes to the fight, but somehow they make it work. Spending so much time together as Ladybug teaches 
her the ropes she’s still learning to climb herself has an interesting effect on their relationship. 


“Hard to believe it’s been two months since you joined the team,” Ladybug says one evening, 
lounging across a beam of the Eiffel Tower, legs wrapped around a metal strut. Queen Bee is sitting 
behind her, back to back, as they stare out over the city. “I almost can’t remember what it was like before.’ 


Queen Bee hums in response, ducking her head with a sharp smirk. “Probably because it was a 
dark time, and you chose not to remember that. Face it, I made everything better.” 


“O-Okay, touché, ГЇЇ give you that,” she replies, voice light and breathless. Ladybug’s laughter 
echoes past her ears, and Queen Bee decides it’s her favorite song. “We were pretty bad in the beginning.” 


“Bad?” Now it was Queen Bee’s turn to laugh. “How many times did Chat Noir get controlled by an 
akuma?” 


“T lost count!” Ladybug cries. 


And now they won't stop. They laugh like they never will, like it’s the last thing they'll do, like it’s 
all they can do. 


“You're right though,” Ladybug eventually says once the laughter peters off, disappearing with the 
breeze. “You made everything better.” 


“You know it,” Queen Bee quips, and she can picture Ladybug wordlessly quirking a brow behind 
her. “You'd be lost without me.” 


Ladybug leans her head back until it’s resting on Queen Bee’s shoulder, body shaking, апа а 
warmth sparks low in the pit of her stomach. “I’m serious,“ she presses, nudging Queen Bee’s side with 
her elbow. “You've helped so much, and now with Volpina... Everything’s falling into place, and I can't 
thank you enough for all you've done. You're a great hero, Queenie.” 


“Same to you, bug,” Queen Bee murmurs low in response. 
Lady bug sighs. “I guess that's it then. You're training's done.” 


Chloe’s world freezes, stuttering to a halt on its axis. Her heart leaps into her throat because she 
knows what this means. It's a goodbye to those long nights of training, her and Ladybug swinging through 
the city, wind whispering in their ears as they swap stories and secrets. There's no more quiet moments 
of indecision and hesitation, when they are both unsure and so scared of the other's response in battle. 
There's no more hands-on combat practice, where Queen Bee’s arm isn’t placed just right, and there's a 
warm touch on her shoulder as Ladybug moves her into the correct position. There's no more Ladybug, 
Paris's superhero, and Queen Bee, her faithful trainee. It's just... Ladybug and Queen Bee, two of the famed 
team that protects Paris. 


“Т have nothing else to teach you,” Ladybug says, and Queen Bee’s heart gives a pity pang in her 
chest. “Guess that means we'll finally get some sleep from now on.” 


Yes, she wants to say, there's so much more you can teach me. Ladybug has already taught her so 
much: how to be a hero, how to be a better person, how to be a friend. But there's so much more she's 
finally ready to learn too: how to be a daughter her father would be proud of, how to see beyond the 
masks, and how... to fall in love. 


Love has never been good to Chloe Bourgeois. The fact of the matter is that she's had bad 
experiences with love, and she doesn't want to open herself up to the possibility of finding good ones if 
she’s just going to get hurt. After her mother left, she knows how horrible love can be. It's destructive— 
even more so than a firecracker in a paper bag—and she’s not sure if she can face it again. 


But Ladybug... 
The realization hits her like a bullet, sudden and painfully: Ladybug makes her want to try. 


So with a screaming heart, Queen Bee swallows thickly and says, “We could spend that time some 
other way, if you want? It doesn't just have to be training, you know.” 


“Like what?” Ladybug asks. 


“I don't know.” Queen Bee shrugs, clasping her hands together tightly in her lap. “Dinner or 
something?” 


There's a short moment of silence, and then Ladybug's voice speaks up, soft and hesitant, “Are you 
asking me on a date?” 


“What d'you think?” And by now Queen Bee is sure her heart has leapt out of her throat and is 
plummeting off the edge of the Eiffel Tower to its death below. 


“Yeah,” Ladybug answers breathlessly. “Yeah, Га like that.” 
And so they do. 
It goes a little something like this: 


They date for three months in the masks. There’s dinner on the bridge overlooking the Seine 
under a moonlit sky with nothing but sandwiches and pastries that Ladybug smuggled from her house. 
They dance on the Eiffel Tower, the wind whipping their hair back as music sings from Queen Bee’s 
phone, bright eyes and smiles etched into their faces like marble statues for days. Sometimes they just sit 


on deserted rooftops, Ladybug with a pen and sketchbook while Queen Bee brings her camera, and learn 
about each other and their lives with as much leniency as the masks allow. 


And when she finds out that Ladybug is Marinette Dupain-Cheng, it’s a sort of tremulous phase. 
There’s fighting and screaming, their shared past a dark shadow on their shared present, but they learn to 
function like they do everything else—together. 


Their first kiss is on the Notre Dame, It’s messy but soft, like they both need a moment to fumble 
around it. Once they figure out the steps, the kiss is a dance, full of short pecks and long, languish strokes. 
And Queen Bee forgets. She forgets how to breathe and how to move, how to make her heart at a regular 
pace and how to even think. It’s all replaced by what Ladybug’s suit feels like beneath her fingers, the 
color of Ladybug’s eyes, what Ladybug’s lip gloss tastes like. 


It’s all so wonderful and perfect, and Chloe can’t imagine life without this. 


It’s not without trouble, of course. They’ve had fights and break-ups—some nasty and cruel—but, 
as Marinette taught her, love is nothing without imperfections. Six years down the road, all that matters is 
that they are here, they are together, and they are happy, 


So it ends like this: 


Chloe tells her, “You're too much,” when Marinette leans closer to press a kiss to her nose, giggling 
as her girlfriend’s bangs tickle her cheeks. 


She pulls Marinette into her lap, settling back in the wicker chair, and wraps the blanket around 
the two of them. Marinette lays her head in the crook of Chloe’s neck, blue eyes blinking blearily as they 
meet Chloe’s own, and leans forward to kiss her. They sit on the balcony as the sun rises high in the sky, 
wind chimes singing softly with the cool breeze, and Chloe holds onto her tightly. Trading kisses and 
hushed whispers, the world erupting in a silver fire around them, Chloe realizes just how happy she is. 


Love gives her things to be proud of: her city, herself, and Marinette. And she wouldn't have it any 
other way. 


“Love you,” Marinette tells her. 


Chloe can only smile. “Love you,” she says again, and she means it. 
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by vivific 

The air on the mountain felt clearer, but did little to soothe the burning in Lila’s боду 5 throat. 
Marinette remembered. 
Three years ago, from her perspective, Lila had gone to Paris to see her. 
Tears welled in Marinette’s eyes. She brushed them aside and continued the sprint. 
She hadn't recognised Lila. Not then. 
“Marinette? Marinette?” 
The scene sprung into her mind, like a floodgate opening and memories crashing through. 
How could she have forgotten? 
She was a collégienne at the time. She was heading home from Alya’s. 


Lila stood by her for minutes, trying to muster up the words. Marinette could hear the other girl’s 
thoughts, as though Lila’s body still remembered despite the mind’s absence. 


‘Salut’ is not too informal, right? Lila had thought. 

Bravery wasn't foreign to the girl. And yet... 

“Don't you remember me?” 

Marinette, past Marinette, had regarded her with polite bemusement. 
“I'm sorry,” she said, soft and abashed. “Do I know you?” 

She’d broken Lila’s heart. 

“N- No, never mind, I thought you were someone I-” 


Marinette stopped at the peak of the mountain. She gripped her knees, and heaved in breaths. The 
lake sprawled out beneath her. 


Hot, messy tears were falling from her face, and she knew that version of Lila had felt the same pain. 


Marinette remembered seeing the tears welling up in the pretty stranger's eyes. She remembered 
being concerned. 


The subway lurched at a turn, pitching Lila forwards into Marinette. 
“Sorry,” the stranger had said, accent heavy. 
Marinette smiled, as she had in her memories. 


“It's nothing.” 


A soft voice announced the train’s arrival at the station, and the doors opened. People began to 
disembark, coalescing into a wave of pedestrians flowing to the door. 


The strange girl gave Marinette another look. Her eyes were shimmering. Then, as if accepting her 
fate, her face fell neutral, and she made her way to the door. 


Perhaps it had been the tears on her face, her general mystery, or maybe Fate herself, but Marinette 
found her voice calling out: 


“Wait!” 
The girl flinched, and turned back. A single tear had fallen on her cheek. 
“What's your name?” 


The crowd slipped past the girl, slowly pulling her to the door. The seconds ticked down, the memory 
impeded by its forgotten significance. 


The girl’s hands went through her hair. 


“My name is-” She flung her hand out, a stream of red trailing from her fingers. In the same motion, 
her hair fell in a wave of brown. 


“Lila!” 
Lila’s voice, past and present, echoed through the mountaintop. 


How had she forgotten? How had she forgotten that strange girl who'd given her her hair ribbon? 
How had she not recognised the girl whose eyes stared back at her in the mirror? 


“Lila!” 

If Marinette was back in Lila’s body, surely, surely, Lila was still in Marinette’s. 

“Marinette,” the winds whispered in her own voice, her real voice. 

Marinette broke into another sprint. Lila was here. Lila was here. 

“Lila!” The gravel crunched under her feet. “Lila!” 

Lila, the girl she'd dreamed of, the girl she’d forgotten, the girl she remembered, the girl she lo- 
Marinette raced along the mountain crater’s edge, straining her eyes against the dying sunlight. 
Lila was here, Lila was close, they were almost-! 

Something- no, someone, brushed past her. Marinette froze, and turned. 

“Lila?” she whispered. 

“Marinette,” the mountain replied. 

Slowly, cautiously, Marinette stepped back to where'd she felt it. She reached out. 


The last of the sun dipped below the horizon. The light gleamed and faded. 


Marinette closed her eyes. 


There was a word for this time, for when it was neither day nor night, for when you might see 
something ethereal: 


“Twilight.” 
Her voice spoke in unison with another. 
Her eyes snapped open. Her body, her proper body, was tingling. 


The girl stood in front of her. The same girl she'd seen in the mirror, whose life she’d lived on odd 
days, whose memories she saw as she fell through the lake. 


“Lila.” 

Marinette’s voice broke. 

Lila stared at her, mouth open. She looked stuck in headlights, but no less radiant for it. 
“Marinette,” she whispered. She inhaled sharply, eyes filling with tears. 

They stepped closer. Lila touched Marinette’s shoulders, and looked her up and down. 
“You're real,” she choked out, “You're here.” 


“We are,” Marinette managed. She was shaking. She laid her hands over Lila’s. The other girl was 
shaking too. 


They melted into a hug. 

“I looked for you.” 

‘Tm sorry,” Marinette squeezed the other girl tightly, “I looked for you too.” 
“Tjust- I just-” 

“You're very far away from Paris,” Marinette said. “Three years away.” 


Lila let out a tearful laugh into Marinette’s shoulder. The city girl’s coat was abrasive against her face, 
but so, so welcome. 


“How?” she asked, not letting go. 

She'd never hugged someone for this long, not someone who wasn't family. 

“How did you find me?” 

“Took a swim in the lake,” Marinette said, pressing her nose into the crook of Lila’s neck. 
Lila laughed again, and sniffled. 

“Come on, be serious!” 


“Тат!” Marinette whined. “Do you have any idea how cold it was?” 


“Yes, your body was freezing!” 


They broke into giggles. The relief, the sorrow, the love, came crashing down. They were okay, they 
were both okay. 


At last, they pulled away. Marinette wrapped her coat tighter around herself. Lila must have put it 
back on after waking up. The other girl didn't look bothered by the sudden cold of their bodies separating. 


“Oh.” Lila’s eyes angled to the side of Marinette’s head. 
Right, the hair ribbon. 


Gently, Marinette began to undo the braid she’d weaved the silk into. Lila’s eyes remained fixed on her 
fingers, almost awed. 


Her hair fell to her shoulders. Marinette took Lila’s hand and let the ribbon fall into other girl’s palm. 
Lila’s fingers closed around the fabric. 


“Т meant to return it,” Marinette said. 


Lila’s face broke into a smile that glowed in the twilight. She wrapped the ribbon around her head like 
a headband, and tied it into a bow on the left side of her head. 


“What do you think?” she asked, tilting her head to the side. The ribbon fluttered in the wind. 
Marinette felt her chest seize. 


“It looks great,” she said, “It suits you.” 
Lila giggled. It rang out, flowing and genuine. 


And for a moment, they were okay. 


“There's still a lot you have to do,” Marinette said, taking Lila’s hands. She smiled at the girl. “But I 
believe you can do it.” 


“The meteor,” Lila’s face was stricken. Her face broke into a smile, and gave Marinette a wink. It 
looked both forced and natural. “You can count on me, Marinette.” 


The mountain grew darker. 


“Twilight’s ending,” Lila murmured. Even as she spoke, Marinette could see her form turning 
transparent. The stars in the sky shone through her, patterning her skin with pinpricks of light. Lila gave 
her another smile. “Thank you so much, Marinette... for everything.” 


“11-” Marinette tried. Her hand sank into the pocket of her coat. “I have an idea.” 
She pulled out a pen, uncapped it, and took Lila’s right hand. The other girl obliged. 
“So we can find each other after this,” she said, beginning to write on the girl’s palm. 
“I won't forget you,” Lila promised. “Not again.” 


Marinette finished writing, and closed the girl’s hand around the pen. 


“Not again,” she echoed. 

They shared another smile. 

Lila took her hand gently, and Marinette laughed softly as the pen touched her skin. It tickled. 
“Don't move,” Lila admonished, “I can't write straight if you do.” 

“As opposed to writing--” 

The pen fell through Marinette’s fingers, and hit the dirt below. 

A silence filled her ears. 

Lila was gone. 

Her breath hitched. 

“Lila?” 


She turned, numbly, even though she already knew what had happened. She spun on the spot, as if 
Lila had simply hidden in the blink of an eye. 


No. 
“Lila!” 


Her voice wavered across the mountain, unanswered in neither echo nor response. Marinette 
clenched her fists, and cried again. 


“LILA!” 

Twilight was over. 

Lila was gone, and Marinette was alone once more. 

Tears, warm and unassuring, spilled from her eyes. She ignored them, and simply let them fall. 


There were moments in life where she’d regretted not managing her time well, for assignments or for 
something as simple as catching the bus. 


She shouldn’t have wasted her time with... 
“Lila,” Marinette repeated, “Your name is Lila. I came here to see you.” 
She squinted against the darkness of night for the fallen pen. 


“Your name is Lila,” she said aloud, dropping to her knees and passing her hands over the ground. 
“Your name is Lila, and I remember you!” 


“Lila, Lila, Lila,” she continued, “Lila, Lil- Lily,” her fingers seized the pen. She pressed the nib into her 
dirtied palms. “Li- La- L--” 


The name of the girl, the memory of her, the emotions she’d felt for her, slipped from her grasp like 
water through a sieve. 


“Your пате 15--!" 

She couldn’t remember. She couldn’t remember her! 

Why? 

“Please,” she whispered to the air, letting her eyes fall closed. “Please let me remember.” 


But the universe failed her. The girl, the strange girl, vanished from her mind. Her appearance, her 
mannerisms, her name... Even the feelings began to leave. 


“It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
Marinette rose to her feet, slowly. 


“It’s okay,” she whispered, to herself, to someone else. She cradled her hand, marked with only a 
single line, against her chest. “I love her. And if she loves me back...” 


She let out a breath. 


“Then we will surely meet again.” 


Lila Rossi was well accustomed to the feeling the French described as авја vu, or the feeling of having 
already experienced something. It struck her at odd times, but every time it did, it brought back memories 
of the other occurrences. 


But then it would pass, and she would forget until the next incident. 
It was strange, mystical, and annoying. 


Once she entertained the thought of a Groundhog Day Loop, that she was reliving events to change 
things for the better. But unless she relived her whole life in loops, it seemed unlikely. 


Besides, what was the point of reliving something when you didn’t remember what was wrong? 


That was what brought her present attitude to the phenomenon as annoying. How many times had 
she left the métro early, because she swore she saw someone she knew? How many times had she stopped 
on a night walk home, looking at the back of a stranger because they seemed familiar? And each time it 
sent her heart racing, her mind screaming there she is! at naught but a shadow. 


It was exhausting, it was distracting, and it was so, so disappointing. 
“Mademoiselle Rossi?” 

“Yes, hello, you must be Adrien.” 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

“Likewise.” 


She’d done it. She had left Aosta Valley, Italy for Víle- de-France, well, France. It had taken so much 
from her, her parents had never approved of her taking on, in their eyes, such “a vain and shallow” job as 


modelling, but her grandfather had rested his trembling hands on her shoulders, and told her, “If you 
believe this is your future, then seize it.” 


And seize it she had. By what seemed to be a mix of luck and talent, she’d been picked up by a 
modelling agency. Paris was so lively, so vibrant, so new, and yet in some way, it felt like home to her. 


“Why Paris?” her parents had asked. 


Why Paris indeed. She could have gone to Milan, Florence, Rome, anywhere else in Italy. Why leave 
the country? Why go to a city she’d never even been before? 


(Or hadn’t she?) 


“Because modelling laws,” she had said. “Paris is just nice, and I might as well use my French 
somewhere, right?” 


The first time she’d seen the Eiffel Tower in person, she’d been stunned, and at the same time, 
unimpressed. She had appreciated the iconic structure, had even gotten selfies taken, but something 
about it felt less like a foreign landmark and more... familiar. 


She’d appreciated it in the same way she had appreciated the lake by her hometown. 


Presently, she was assigned to a shoot with Adrien Agreste, the son of a fashion mogul. The shoot 
went well, and for whatever reason, Lila heard herself asking him to coffee that evening. 


For whatever reason, he agreed. 


She wasn’t interested in him, Lila knew, both because he was dating music producer Nino Lahiffe, and 
because she herself didn’t have an eye for men. 


But, somehow, there was something familiar about him. 

“Sorry, I was held up, a friend of mine needed my help with something.” 

Lila gave a polite laugh, and shook her head. 

“Don’t worry, I didn’t wait long.” 

They chatted over palmiers and pains au chocolat, between sips of caffeine and glances at the 
television hung in the corner. They made small talk, minor details of their own lives. Adrien seemed to tell 
Lila nothing she didn’t already know, and yet... 

“athe eighth anniversary of the Forteura Meteor Impact...” 

As if on cue, both their heads turned to the television. 

“Oh,” Lila heard herself say, “I forgot that was today.” 

“Yeah,” Adrien’s voice sounded strangled, “So did I.” 


Lila stared at him. He caught her look. 


“Luh,” he ran a hand through his hair, “I actually visited the town, the remnants of it. With a friend, 
about five years ago.” 


“Oh?” 

Adrien nodded, looking quite bashful. “She said...” His brows furrowed. “I can’t actually remember.” 
He gave a soft laugh, and tooka sip of his coffee. Lila only nodded and returned an amused smile. 

“1 know what you mean,” she said. 

A premonition, her mother had called it. 

Sheer luck, her father corrected. 


Lila didn’t remember warning her father to evacuate the city. She didn’t remember anything from that 
night. Trauma, maybe? 


“It was a very beautiful town,” Adrien said, looking back at the TV. The screen showed footage of 
rescue and relief efforts. Lila didn’t follow his gaze. “There was a lake, too, I think.” 


“Yeah,” Lila said, letting her eyes fall to the rim of her cup. “There was.” 
She spent a lot of her childhood in that lake, alone. 


There was nothing stopping her from returning, except the crushing sense of something missing... 
Something... 


Like the entire town she grew up in, perhaps? 


“It was great to chat with you,” Adrien said, in front of the métro entrance. 

“The pleasure was all mine.” Lila replied easily. She slid her métro pass between her fingers. 
“If you want,” Adrien began, “We could exchange numbers?” 

Lila stared at him. There was something familiar... 

“Sure, I don’t mind.” 

They swapped phones, all the while something nagged at her. 

Why had she been expecting him to pull out a pen? Was it 1923 or 2023? 

“There.” 

They returned their respective phones. Lila smiled, and stepped away. 

“See you around then, Adrien.” 


Adrien smiled brightly, and waved goodbye. 


The métro was crowded, as it almost always was in Paris. Lila stood by ће doors, and let out a breath. 
She shut her eyes, and leaned the side of her head against the doors. 


The sense of déja vu had returned with Adrien. But why? 


Lila opened her eyes. The subway was going aboveground, an uncommon moment. The train ran 
parallel with another train, and for a moment, Lila locked eyes with someone through the windows. 


Blue eyes went wide, a face struck in familiar shock. Lila slammed a hand against the window of the 
doors. 


Iwas always 
searching 
for someone! 


She didn’t remember running out at the next station. She didn’t catch people 
staring at her, as she cut off sparse lines of people to get to the aboveground. Her 
heels hit the street cement with such force her knees briefly buckled. 


She continued onwards, looking through the crowds. 


Rain water splashed under foot, dampening her toes through her open sandals, but 
she paid it no mind. That girl-- that woman, she had to find her. 


That’s her! That’s who I’ve been looking for! 
I remember-- I remember you! You’re-- Your name is-- 


She raced across the pedestrian walk, looking all around. She didn’t know 
where she was going, but she knew, she knew, the other woman was 
looking for her as well. 


She cut into an alleyway 
Paris was famous for them 
she knew them well 
and stopped ata staircase. 
She looked 
up 
down 
and stared. 
But what if... 
I’m wrong? 


She looked away, to the steps, and began walking. 


I was wrong before, wasn’t I? 
I can’t disturb a complete stranger. 
She passed the other. 
Why does this hurt? 
Why am I crying? 
I can't let it end like this. 


She stopped, now at the top of the stairs, 
and turned back to the woman. 


“Excuse me!” 
She froze. No, there was no way-- 
She turned, and looked up to the stranger. 
She clutched the strap of her bag. 
No, they weren't strangers. 
They were so much more than that. 
She broke the chains, and let her words run free: 
“Have we met before?” 
Tears blurred her vision. She blinked, and smiled. 
Something missing had returned. 
“Yes, I think we have.” 
She smiled at the other, tears streaming down her face. 
Memories of a 
city 
town 
began to surface anew. 
And she asked, even as the word reformed in her mind: 


“What is your name?” 


Today, те and Juleka 
are taking a trip to 
the countryside. 


I’m excited to see 
the lavender fields 
for the first time! 


I don’t even 
know what to 
expect... 


Oh, Juleka, it’s 
beautiful! 


Im ћарру 
simply being 
with you. 


AHypothetical Question 


by siderealSandman 
“So...hypothetical question.” 


“We are not doing this again,” Nino sighed, burying his nose in his textbook as Kim drummed his 
pencil against table. 


“What'd I do?” Kim asked. 


“The last ‘hypothetical question’ you posed nearly tore the class apart,” Max sighed, casually 
leaning over and changing an answer on Kim’s worksheet when he wasn’t looking. 


“Oh, please,” Kim said, squinting at the answer Max wrote as he tried to make sense of it. “When 
have I ever-” 


“Chloe almost tore Marinette’s hair out when she suggested that Chat Noir would beat Ladybug in 
a fair fight,” Adrien said, a dark look flitting across his sparkling green eyes. 


“And that's why you're banned from posing hypothetical questions,” Nino concluded, stiffening a 
little bit as Adrien leaned across his lap to check Max’s answers. Perhaps it was natural for someone who 
was homeschooled to lack any sense of personal space, but that didn’t make it easier for Nino to have the 
subject of his affections practically sitting in his lap while he checked his answers against the smart kid. 


“How about a peaceful one then?” Kim suggested. 


“No such thing,” Ivan muttered, paging through the library’s copy of Metamorphosis while he 
waited for his friends to finish their homework. 


“It’s always some kind of competition with you,” Nathanael added, sharpening his colored pencil. 
“Who would win in a fight; Ladybug or Chat Noir?” 


“Who would win in a footrace; Ladybug or Chat Noir?” Ivan said in a shocking imitation of Kim’s 
voice. 

“If you had to make out with Ladybug or Chat Noir, who would you pick and why?” Max said. 
qa 


“Dude!” Kim hissed, turning a shocking shade of scarlet. “I told you that one in private 


“Now that’s not a bad question,” Nathanael said, chewing on the end of his pencil thoughtfully. 
“Given the choice between the two...which one would you rather...?” 


Nino tensed suddenly, skin prickling as a tentative silence came over the group. Homework 
forgotten, books closed, they glanced around the table, waiting for someone to be the first to broach the 
question at hand. 


Finally, Nathanael—turning back to his artwork—said, “Chat Noir.” 
Adrien’s ears immediately started burning. “R-Really?” He asked, sitting up a little straighter. 


“Well...y-yeah,” Nathanael coughed, tucking his comics back into his folder as he was suddenly 
aware that all eyes were on him. “I mean...” 


“Okay, hold on, аге we talking like...a опе off thing or someone you would rather settle down 
with?” Kim asked, holding up his hand. 


“1 believe the question didn’t specify,” Мах said, pushing his glasses up on his nose. “Though, in 
that case, I would have to say my preference would naturally be Ladybug.” 


Nino’s leg unconsciously banged against the underside of the table, drawing everyone’s attention 
as he tried to hide his blush behind a book. “1, uh...s-sneezed.” 


“Bless you,” Adrien said, returning his attention to Max. “Why Ladybug?” 


“The prestige, if nothing else,” Max said thoughtfully, leaning back in his chair. “To be able to say 
that I won the affections of Paris’ greatest hero-” 


“What?” Kim asked. 


“In the interest of not rekindling that argument, let me change that to one of the greatest,” Max 
said, holding his hands up defensively. “Certainly the most striking figure at least.” 


“Again what?” Kim spluttered. “I mean, dude’s got the back muscles of an Olympian swimmer, 
granted, but you're telling me the rather play tonsil hockey with the Boy Scout rather than the bad boy?” 


“How is Chat Noir the bad boy?” Adrien mumbled, shaking his head. 


Boy Scout? Nino thought with a small grimace that went unnoticed as Kim flagged a passing Alix 
down. 


“Hey, back me up here,” Kim said, grabbing Alix by the arm. “Chat Noir is hotter than Ladybug, 
isn’t he?” 


“Is this how мете greeting each other now?” Alix sighed, crossing her arms. “No hey, no how-are- 
you; just straight to would you rather’s?” 


“Just answer the question,” Kim sighed. 

“I don't know...I guess?” Alix shrugged. 

“Ha!” Kim said, pumping his fist. “Three to one!” 

“And here we go again,” Ivan sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. 


“I believe the question was posed to only those sitting at this table,” Max replied. “So two-to-one. 
Don't pad your data like a doctoral candidate during finals. ” 


“What happened to no hypothetical questions?” Adrien murmured in Nino's ear. The proximity 
combined with the sensation of Adrien’s breath on his neck made Nino’s skin prickle pleasantly. 


“Ivan?” Kim asked, leaning across the table. “С'тпоп; who would you rather make out with?” 


“Ladybug,” Ivan said without hesitation and without looking up from the page. If he did, he would 
have naturally seen Nino flush a darker shade of purple and suddenly become interested in the contents 
of his homework. 


“Ah, I see you're a man of taste as well, Ivan” Max nodded sagely, bumping his knuckles against 
Ivan's. 


“Poor taste,” Kim muttered. 


“Hey!” Nino opened his mouth to protest, only to find Adrien had beat him to the punch, standing 
up alittle as all eyes trained on Adrien. 


“I think that raises the count from two to three in favor of Ladybug,” Max said, leaning back with a 
smug smirk as Adrien quietly sank back into his chair. “No need to sulk just because Adrien has better 
taste in husbandos than you do.” 


Nino was deaf to this conversation, largely due to the fact that Adrien had almost jumped to his 
feet in defense of his alleged hotness. It took every ounce of his willpower not to read too much into what 
was likely just a friendly game; surely Adrien was just suggesting that he would rather make out with him 
than Chat Noir if he had to. 


„Still. 


“Never pegged you for a huge Ladybug fan,” Nathanael said, chewing on the end of his pencil as he 
studied Adrien’s flushed expression. 


“Oh, w-well, I just...” Adrien cleared his throat. “I mean...who would pass up the chance to kiss 
Paris’ number one hero?” 


“I know мете having a who's hotter debate right now, but if you want to drag up the who would 
win in a fight argument-” 


“Look, Гуе got my preferences, okay?” Adrien said, holding his hands up before Kim could get too 
carried away. “I just...think he’s cute is all. Back me up here, Nino.” 


Nino was thoroughly incapable of backing anyone up seeing as how he was currently fixating on 
the fact that Adrien actually said he was cute. To. His. Face. The mask didn’t cover all that much, so Nino 
was fairly comfortable taking credit for the fact that Adrien preferred him to his partner. 


Somewhere, Chat Noir was probably coughing up a hairball knowing that he had competition. 


“Uh...I...I mean, yeah, Ladybug’s good looking and all!” Nino laughed, scratching the back of his 
neck. 


“So we can assume the final tally is four-to-two?” Max asked, teeth glinting as Kim’s head sank to 
the desk with a groan. 


“L...w-well...” Nino said, fiddling with his cap’s bill. “Honestly, I would...much rather kiss Chat.” 
There was a beat of silence before the table dissolved into a chorus of mixed reactions. 
“Thank you!” Kim said, thumping Nino on the back. 


“Pleb,” Max sighed, shaking his head as he returned to his homework. Nathanael and Ivan just 
shrugged, busying themselves with more interesting things. Adrien was the only quiet one, leaning on his 
elbows and cupping his nose and mouth in his hands. 


“Really?” Adrien asked after a moment, drawing Nino’s attention away from the headlock Kim 
now had Max in. “You...like Chat Noir?” 


“I mean, i-it’s just a game, right?” Nino laughed, closing his notes up as a distant bell signaled the 
end of the school day. “If I had to pick one, Га just rather go with Chat.” 


“Right...” Adrien nodded, swinging his bookbag up onto his shoulders as the pair made their way 
towards the front of the school. “No...particular reason?” 


Yeah, because I can't exactly make out with myself, Nino thought. 


“I mean he has his...rakish...charm I guess?” Nino said, scratching the back of his neck. “Cute та 
scruffy teenage dramedy sorta way, y know?” 


“Т guess Гуе never really thought of him like that,” Adrien said, adjusting the strap of his bookbag. 


“You're probably the only one,” Nino chuckled. “Paris seems to have a thing for blondes, don’t 
they?” 


“No accounting for taste,” Adrien shrugged. “Personally, I’m with Chloe, Max, and Ivan.” 


“Don’t let Marinette hear you say that,” Nino said, bumping Adrien’s shoulder with his. “She sewed 
up that Chat Noir hoodie out of pure spite, you know.” 


“Im sure Chat Noir appreciates having such an enthusiastic fan,” Adrien chuckled. 


“you just happen to prefer Ladybug though, right?” Nino said, licking his lips as they approached 
the street they usually diverged at. 


“Well...yeah, I mean...” Adrien trailed off, a flush of color rising to his cheeks. “L-Let’s just say that I 
would kiss Ladybug whether I had to or not...” 


It was a miracle that Nino didn’t drop dead of a heart attack. 


“It's just a little crush though,” Adrien laughed, an almost wistful look in his eye as he leaned 
against a nearby lamppost. “Not like I have areal shot with him or anything-” 


“H-How do you know?!” Nino blurted out, drawing the attention of a passing crowd of Japanese 
tourists. “I-I mean...you don't know that you don't have a shot with him, right?” 


“Come on,” Adrien scoffed. “He's a superhero and I’m just-” 


“Handsome, funny, smart, talented,” Nino cut himself off with a cough before he started blabbering 
at length about Adrien’s finer qualities. “Who's to say he wouldn't bite if you tried flirting with him?” 


“Oh...call it a hunch,” Adrien said, turning on the lamppost to face Nino. 


“He seemed pretty happy to kiss Chat when that whole Dark Cupid thing went down,” Nino 
pointed out. 


“What am I supposed to do; kiss him full on the mouth then?” Adrien said, looking flustered for 
some reason. 


“Well...” Nino said, heart pulsing in his ears in time with the rush of foot traffic brushing past 
them. “Wh-what's the worst that could happen?” 


Adrien opened his mouth to respond, but the light flicked green and the crowd of people began 
shuffling between them across the sidewalk. 


‘TIl keep that in mind,” Adrien said, shooting another wave over his shoulder as ће jogged down 
the sidewalk, disappearing in the crowd as Nino watched him go with a small sigh. 


“Tm proud of you,” Tikki chimed in his ear as he turned and headed down the street. “That was 
almost a confession.” 


“Button up, bugaboo,” Nino said, fishing a tiny cookie from his pocket and passing it to his kwami 
tucked into his hood. 


‘Tm serious,” Tikki said through a mouthful of crumbs that spilled on Nino’s lapel. “You should be 
more honest about your feelings.” 


“Says the bugmouse who has been soul-bonded to a talking cat her entire life,” Nino mumbled. 
“Not that easy...” 


“He’s been pretty clearly crushing on your alter ego so you know he would be open to-” 


“A relationship with his best friend?” Nino said, sighing and scratching the back of his neck. 
“There's a lot of moving parts where he’s concerned and I don't really want to take a chance and make it 
weird, у know?” 


“So youre just going to spend the rest of your life consumed with romantic desire for your best 
friend and never tell him?” Tikki asked. 


“Sounds like a good plan,” Nino said as a scream came from down a side street. A moment passed, 
followed by a chorus of more screams as people started running past him. 


“Please be a bank robbery,” Nino silently prayed. “Please, please, please be a bank robbery.” 


“It’s never a bank robbery and you know it,” Tikki sighed as Nino flipped his hood up and ducked 
into a nearby alley. 


“So much for finishing my homework on time tonight,” Nino sighed, adjusting the silver studs in 
his ears. “Tikki, transform m-” 


Nino trailed off a flash of movement caught his eye. A bright, black and red akuma was harassing a 
group of people hunkering down near the entrance of a café. At the head of the group, wielding a large 
patio umbrella like a lance, was Adrien, trying to distract the akuma from the group of civilians cowering 
behind him. 


“That idiot,” Nino groaned. “That handsome, handsome idiot! Tikki-” 


“On it!” Tikki said, disappearing into his earrings and transforming his clothes into the familiar 
black and red spotted cowl of Ladybug. Latching on to a nearby lamp post, Ladybug kicked off the 
sidewalk, swinging around a parked van for momentum as he kicked hard against the side of the akuma 
that was shredding Adrien’s lance to pieces. 


“What are you doing?!” Ladybug said, batting away a long, sharp claw with the end of his yo-yo. 
“You need to get off the streets!” 


If Adrien was flummoxed by the sudden arrival of his hero, he didn’t seem to show it. “I was 
trying, but these people were getting cornered and-” 


“You were gonna fight the akuma all by yourself?!” Ladybug said, ducking another attack апа 
riposting with a swift flick of his yo-yo that knocked the akuma ass over teakettle into the street. Taking 
his chance, Ladybug ducked back, wrapping an arm instinctively around Adrien’s waist. “Come on; we 
have to get you out of here!” 


Amidst Adrien’s cries of protest, Ladybug latched his yo-yo on the ledge of the roof, yanking the 
pair of them up and onto the ledge of the rooftop. The akuma followed, claws outstretched as Adrien’s 
batted him away with a well-placed kick in the noggin that sent him tumbling into a dumpster across the 
street. 


“Are you okay?” Ladybug asked, setting Adrien down on the roof. 


‘Tm fine,” Adrien said, brushing himself off. “You need to get going; that akuma is chewing up 
anything that gets in its path.” 
“Not until you're clear of all this!” Ladybug insisted, scanning the horizon for another place to 


latch his yo-yo on to. 


“Tm fine; you should be more worried about them,” Adrien said, nodding down at the crowd 
below. “I can handle myself!” 


“With what; a beach umbrella?” Ladybug said, head swimming as he remembered the way the 
akuma bore down on Adrien. “I can’t fight this thing and worry about you at the same time!” 


“A superhero is supposed to be concerned with everyone; not just one person!” Adrien insisted. 


“Tm not!” Ladybug blurted out before he could stop himself, heart hammering in his ears as 
Adrien recoiled a little bit. “I know; I know I need to be the Boy Scout who’s worried about the greater 
good and-and ‘Paris as a whole’ and all that stuff but...I’m not. I wish I was but...] can’t think straight if I 
think you're gonna get hurt.” 


Adrien was quiet, brows knit together as he stared at Ladybug for a long moment. Then, without 
warning or preamble, he grabbed the lapels of his black hood and kissed him square on the lips. 


It lacked any of the grace or perfection Nino thought it would have; in fact the first thing Nino 
registered was pain as Adrien's nose bonked against his. But the fact that Adrien's lips were so 
imperfectly pressed against his was enough to obliterate most rational thought from Nino's mind for the 
few seconds they kissed. 


Air and rational thought returned in a blur as Adrien pulled back, licking his lips as his cheeks 
flushed a deep shade of pink. 


“Go save the day and 111 treat you to dinner tonight,” Adrien murmured as Ladybug’s brain slowly 
rebooted enough to process that Adrien was asking him on a date. 


“Uh...h-hold that thought?” Ladybug said, stumbling backwards and flipping off the roof on to the 
head of the akuma. “Т-ГЇЇ call you!” 


Adrien watched, heart hammering in his ears as Ladybug wrestled the akuma to the street, 


‘Tm gonna vomit,” Plagg gagged, poking his head out of Adrien's collar. 


“Just shut up and transform me,” Adrien said, pulling his cell phone out. “Hello, Mrs. Cesaire? This 
is Adrien Agreste. I was wondering if there’s a table for two at Le Gran Paris’ restaurant for the evening...” 


He was going to have to figure out some way to thank Nino for inspiring him to take charge. 
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Heartstruck 
by astrangetypeofchemistry 
Lila cringed as the obnoxious voice started up again, her sympathy for the doctor rearing. 
“What is wrong with them?” 


A few nurses were gathered at the end of the hall, attracted to the very loud person in one of the 
rooms. It wasn’t exactly shouting; more like the person had forgotten what indoor voices were. 


“I bet,” she whispered, her coworkers hanging onto her words, “it's one of those deranged people.” 


They all nodded, hushed voices whispering about blood and alcoholism. Most of them shot furtive 
glances towards the room, only remembering to be subtle when a doctor walked out into the hall, eyes 
resting on the large gaggle of nurses. 


“Funny,” the doctor said, walking closer with a grin. “I was afraid all of you would be too busy.” 
Her eyes scanned their faces; every single one of them afraid. Lila chewed her lips to oblivion. “Nurse 
Rossi,” the doctor decided, sending a smirk Lila’s way. “You'll do.” 


Lila resisted the urge to growl as she was given instructions and the patient’s chart, ignoring the 
sighs of relief from her coworkers. 


She apprehensively made her way towards the room once the doctor left, afraid of what kind of 
tantrum the patient would be throwing. 


It was a women her age, blonde and most likely tall, sitting up in the hospital bed with a dopey 
smile. Her eyes squinted at Lila as she walked closer. 


“How are you feeling?” Lila asked, prepared to have her eardrums assaulted. The patient— Chloé 
Bourgeois, Lila read on her chart— smiled even wider upon seeing her. 


“Would you like to find out how attracted I am to you?” 
Lila had... many notes about the line. 


It came out slightly muffled, what with gauze blocking Chloé’s mouth and all. Plus, flirting while 
under sedation didn’t seem incredibly genuine. And it was still very loud. She loathed to think about her 
coworkers standing outside, using this as blackmail material in the future. 


Of course, Lila still blushed. A beautiful woman had just hit on her, okay? And it’d been far too long 
since it'd been someone actually attractive. 


Really attractive. 


“You must be an angel,” Chloé mumbled out, causing Lila’s cheeks to redden slightly. “Because just 
being in your presence feels heavenly.” 


Lila stared. Of course she did. She couldn't believe how— 


How flustered she was, goddamnit! 


“You're supposed to be laying down,” she finally managed, her hands slowly pushing Chloé back. 
Chloé gave way under her touch, lying down gently. Lila stared at the dazed look on her face for a second 
before she turned around, ready to leave the room. 


Technically, she wasn’t supposed to leave the room, but no one could blame her, okay? 


“Come here, please,” Chloé whispered, and Lila commended her own ability to understand the 
words despite the gauze in her mouth. 


She spun on her foot with a flourish, smiling pleasantly as she moved closer. “Yes?” 
‘Tmin need of a tall glass of water.” 


Lila’s eyebrows furrowed as she moved even closer, standing by Chloé’s feet and refusing to admit 
how fast her heart had begun to beat. “Drinking water isn’t a good idea right now.” 


Chloé shook her head as she shot up, attempting to get closer to Lila. “I’m thirsty.” A dopey smirk 
crossed her face as she touched her finger to Lila’s nose. “And you're the only one who can quench it.” 


Lila Rossi existed no more. 


Her memory gets a little hazy after that. She thinks that maybe Chloé’s escort to the hospital had 
shown up and taken her away. She somewhat recalls her coworkers pretending to swoon over her while 
snickering, not even bothering to hide their laughter. 


The only thing she’s able to remember with clarity is the way Chloé’s blue eyes had pierced her, as 
if they could see all the way to her soul. It made her desperate to find Chloé again. 


But fate was against her. 


Lila spent months jumping whenever she saw blonde hair, getting mini heart attacks whenever 
she saw blue eyes. At one point, she was desperate enough to believe Queen B’s eyes were a perfect match 
for Chloé’s, which was the most ridiculous idea she could think of. Why would a superheroine flirt with 
Lila while under anesthesia? 


Her search began to worry even her parents, who barely paid attention to her. But something 
inside of her ached every time her coworkers teased her about the incident, just wishing to see Chloé one 
more time. It was weird how the mayor’s daughter went off the grid just when Lila needed to find her. 


It took far too long for fate to throw them together again. 


Lila was walking around the shop that stood close to her apartment building, grabbing the items 
she needed while barely noticing her surroundings. Her mind and her eyes wandered, observing the 
people just going on with their lives around her. She wasn't paying attention to anything, really, as her 
eyes shifted to the only remaining carton of eggs she was reaching for. 


Before she could grab them, though, another hand intercepted hers. She twisted, scowl at the 
ready, unwilling to let her eggs go when— 


She found Chloé Bourgeois eyeing her, a smirk resting on her face. 
“Did you want these?” she teased, but Lila couldn’t focus, couldn’t think about anything— 


“You're a cutie pie, and I want to try a piece,” she spluttered out through her screaming thoughts. 


一 other than the smirk she’d seen on Chloé’s face months before, the last thing she could 
remember perfectly. Her eyes wandered to the low-cut blouse Chloé was wearing, the sunglasses high on 
her head, her brightly painted toes poking out from her sandals, the skirt that hung just above her knee 一 


“Do I know you?” Chloé frowned, and Lila straightened, running a hand through her hair as she 
smiled through the fast-paced beat of her heart. She was absolutely sure it was trying to escape from her 
chest into Chloé’s instead. 


‘Tm not sure if you remember,” Lila said, “but my name is Lila Rossi. I was your nurse when you 
had your wisdom teeth taken out. You seemed to be awfully attracted to me while under sedation, and 1 
might be attracted to you as well. So, if you're interested, Га like to take you out ona date.” 


As Lila stared, Chloé’s mouth had fallen open, her eyes crinkling in thought. “I do remember 
flirting with my nurse but...” 


“Great!” Lila interjected. “Then you'd like to hear more about it?” 


Chloé raised an eyebrow at her, slowly eyeing Lila from head to toe before smirking. “Т don't see 
why not. You are incredibly attractive.” 


And, just, no, okay? Lila's already let Chloé leave her a bright red, incoherent mess before, itis not 
happening again. 


“Funny,” Lila replied. “Because if you were a vegetable, you'd be а cute-cumber.” 


Chloé pressed her lips together to suppress a smile, leaning just a fraction closer. “Do you have a 
pencil? ‘Cause I want to erase your past and write our future.” 


Lila took a step closer, minimizing the distance between them until it was barely there. “Are you a 
fruit, because Honeydew you know how fine you look right now?” 


“That one makes no sense—” 


“Pl pick you up at 6 on Saturday, Ша interrupted, refusing to let herself blush. “Right outside your 
hotel.” 


“1 guess I’m dying on Friday,” Chloé responded, her eyes twinkling in mischief, “because an angel 
is going to pick me up Saturday.” 


Lila spent every free moment before their date memorizing pick up lines, ignoring the knowing 
looks of everyone around her. 


An Evening of Firsts 
by Breeeliss 


Chloé waited on the bench in the park for exactly one hour and thirty seven minutes, and by that 
time she knew that her date wasn’t coming. 


Margot seemed too good to be true when Chloé had met her at her father’s Charity Ball. It was the 
way she was able to sip from champagne flutes without smudging her lipstick and walk in a long, opulent 
evening gown without stepping on the train or tripping up the stairs. Looking back, Магро 5 flirting was 
too smooth and too polished, almost as if she were speaking from a script she’d memorized long ago and 
refined through repeated use. But she was a year older than Chloé, and the fact that she took interest in 
her while carrying herself with such effortless grace left Chloé dazzled. 


They texted for only two days before Chloé lost her patience and asked Margot if she would be 
willing to go on a date with her — a walk through the park at six, dinner at seven, and a show at nine. It 
was a hassle to get her to agree on a day, seeing as how Margot always seemed to have something to do 
no matter what Chloé suggested, but Chloé forced herself to be as flexible as she could until they both 
agreed to meet each other that Friday night. 


For the four days leading up to the date, Chloé was a flurry of nerves and excitement because she 
knew it was going to be a day of firsts. It was so frustrating to accept that you only liked girls only to 
realize later on how hard it was to find others like you to share your feelings with, so Chloé wanted 
everything to be special. She bought a brand new mustard dress to wear with her favorite pair of heels, 
she spent all morning getting a manicure and a fresh blow out, she slaved in front of her vanity for an 
hour getting her makeup just right, and she even stopped by a flower stand to buy Margot a small bundle 
of tulips as a little surprise. 


Chloé got to the park early, texted Margot that she was sitting by the big oak tree, and waited. 


They'd already missed their dinner reservations, and Chloé had a feeling that the two show tickets 
sitting in her purse were also going to go to waste. All of the texts that she sent to Margot had gone 
unanswered, so she figured she'd try one more time and give her a call instead. When she heard Margot's 
voicemail message, Chloé tried to swallow against the waves of crippling disappointment that were 
making her throat feel tight so that she could leave a message. 


“Hey Margot,” Chloé began, already feeling tears pushing against the backs of her eyes. She leaned 
her head back, blinked rapidly, and promised herself that she wouldn’t lose her cool until she hung up. “I, 
uh....thought we had a date tonight! Six o’clock at the park. But I guess I was wrong, or I guess you thought 
it would be funny to stand me up because you thought I was some silly little girl who took you too 
seriously.” Chloé dropped her head and cursed herself for sniffling during the recording. “Whatever. Do 
what you want. Just don’t call me ever again.” 


Chloé ended the call quickly, and the moment she stuffed her phone in her purse and laid her 
flowers on the bench next to her, all of the frustrated tears came pouring out at once. She tried to keep her 
sobs quiet, and she pulled her hair in front of her shoulders so that her hair would shield her face from the 
few other people scattered around the park. She watched her tears drip down onto her dress in blotchy 
patterns, and every time she wiped underneath her eyes, a new streak of makeup would rub off on her 
fingers. She felt awfully silly sitting here alone and crying in public, but Chloé was too humiliated to move 
— she didn’t want to call her driver and tell him to pick her up early, and she didn’t want to go home and 


have her butler see her throw out the flowers and show tickets she didn’t get to use. Everything about her 
in that moment felt like a joke. It made Chloé sick to her stomach, and she wasn’t sure what she was 
supposed to do other than sit here. 


She wasn’t sure how long she had been sitting there crying, but Chloé was suddenly brought out of 
her thoughts when she felt a gentle hand on her shoulder. Her head snapped up, and she was ready to 
berate the other person who dared to interrupt her wallowing. But the anger fizzled out in her throat and 
was swallowed back when she saw Marinette standing over her, a canvas bag full of fabric bolts slung 
across her shoulder. 


Chloé knew that Marinette could see the tear tracks and the smudged makeup, but she tried to 
compose herself by straightening her back, lifting her chin, and regarding Marinette with the same cool, 
dismissive tone she always used in school. “What do you want?” she asked, hating how thick her voice 
sounded. “I’m trying to enjoy my day at the park and you're totally ruining it.” 


But Marinette wasn’t deterred by her curtness. Instead she laid her bag down on the floor 
between her feet and sat down on the bench right next to Chloé, letting her hand rub up and down Chloé’s 
arm in a way that she wished wasn’t so comforting. “What are you doing here in the park all by yourself?” 


“What are you doing here?” Chloé snapped without thinking. 


Marinette pointed towards the southern gate of the park. “Well, I live right over there, remember? 
I was coming back from the fabric shop and I thought Га cut through the park. But I was passing by and I 
heard you crying.” 


“Т wasn’t crying!” Chloé insisted, even though vocalizing that lie seemed to make her tears start up 
again and cloud her vision. She shut them closed and shook her head, hoping that would drive them back. 
“It’s Spring. I have pollen allergies.” 


“You're in such a nice dress though,” Marinette lamented. “And you've got flowers with you.” 


Chloé snorted rudely. “Well, look at what a sterling detective we have over here. One more clue 
and she’ll have this whole case wrapped up. I mean, it’s not like it’s all that hard to figure out.” 


She tried to make everything sound sarcastic, but it was ruined once she started sobbing in the 
middle, and once the tears started up again she couldn't stop them. But this time Marinette immediately 
started digging through her purse, pulled out a travel pack of tissues, and yanked out a couple before 
turning Chloé’s face towards hers. “No, no, come on. It’s okay,” she soothed, dabbing Chloé’s cheeks. “You 
don’t want to let the rest of your makeup run.” 


Chloé rolled her eyes and snatched the paper out of Marinette’s hands, passing it underneath her 
eyes and hoping she didn’t look too ridiculous. “It doesn’t matter. It’s not like anyone’s gonna see it 
anymore anyway.” 


Marinette moved her hand down from Chloé’s arm to her knee and squeezed. “Do you want some 
water? You look like you need it.” 


Chloé didn’t bother to respond, but Marinette dipped into her canvas bag and pulled out an 
unopened water bottle anyway. She twisted off the cap and held the bottle close to Chloé’s face until she 
finally relented with a snarl, snatched the bottle away, and took a couple of gulps to try and rehydrate 
herself. Admittedly, once she was done with half the bottle, she felt a little bit better. Marinette held out 


the pack of tissues again, and this time Chloé was more careful as she took more to dry her cheeks and her 
chin. 


Marinette let the comfortable silence hang for a few moments before she spoke again. “Do you 
wanna tell me what happened?” 

Chloé glared. “Come on. You're smart. You know what happened.” 

“I can guess,” Marinette admitted. “But Га rather you tell me. Might be better to just get it all out.” 


“You're oddly invested in my well being for someone who doesn’t speak a work to me in school. I 
get lycée separated us and we can't kill each other anymore, but мете still not friends.” 


Marinette chuckled. “No offense, but you're in what looks like a four hundred euro dress, sitting in 
a park alone, crying, and with a bouquet of flowers next to you. I don’t have to like you to know that 
you've had a hard day and that you need some help. I’m not heartless, you know.” 


Chloé rolled her eyes. “Could’ve fooled me.” 


Marinette chewed on her bottom lip for a few seconds, stared across the park, and stood up on her 
feet. “Alright. How about you tell me at my house? It’s a little chilly out here. You can wash your face, I can 
get you some warm tea, and you can get out of those shoes and that dress for a bit. It’s always best to get 
comfy after a good cry.” 


“You're inviting me to your house?” Chloé asked. “Is there some community service quota you're 
trying to fill that involves taking in sad little girls on park benches?” 


Marinette smirked. “Are you giving me permission to call you a charity case?” 

“Tm giving you permission to quit while you're ahead!” 

“Hey, relax,” Marinette giggled. “I’m just teasing. Wouldn't be me if I didn’t get a good diss in there 
somewhere, right?” 

Chloé rolled her eyes. “If this is you trying to cheer me up, you suck at it.” 


“Hey, I happen to be great at cheering people up,” Marinette insisted. “If you come back to my 
house, I promise I can do a better job of it.” 


Chloé sighed. “Are you actually serious?” 


She nudged Chloé’s shoulder. “I wouldn't have offered if I wasn't. Come on. I'll even give you some 
pastries from the bakery. On the house.” 


Chloé had to admit the offer sounded tempting. There was something rather wretched about 
having to go home and spend the rest of the evening in her room all by herself, mostly because she knew 
it was going to turn into her moping far more than was probably necessary. Some company sounded like 
just what she needed. Marinette definitely wasn’t her first choice in that regard, but she supposed it was 
hard to be antagonistic towards someone who was being so nice and patient with her when she didn’t 
really deserve it. It was rather endearing that Marinette would even bother to put this much time in for 
Chloé’s sake. 


She stared down at the pile of tissues in her lap before peeking up at Marinette through her lashes. 
“Do you have those honey and milk macarons?” 


“We made a fresh batch this morning.” 


Chloé shrugged carelessly as she mulled things over. “Fine,” she decided. “But only for ten 
minutes. And we speak to no one about this.” 


“Oh, were you not aware? 1 have cameras all around the park recording us right now. I’m going to 
spread the footage to the entire school.” 


“You're hilarious,” Chloe deadpanned. 
“And you're being ridiculous. Now hurry up before we run out of the flavor you want.” 


The walk to Marinette’s apartment was a short one, and it wasn’t until they were passing the shop 
windows of the bakery that Chloé suddenly felt self-conscious about being in Marinette’s home with her 
parents around. The moment they walked into the bakery, Marinette’s mother looked away from the two 
orders of baguettes she was wrapping for a customer and widened her eyes at the sight of Chloé carefully 
shutting the door behind her to make sure her dress didn’t get pinched between the frame. Mme. Cheng’s 
eyes immediately darted to Marinette as if there were cause for worry, and Chloé suddenly felt rather silly 
for forgetting that Marinette probably didn’t have many nice things to say to her parents about her. She 
dropped her gaze to the floor, but Marinette seemed unbothered by the awkwardness as she hopped 
behind the counter and quickly whispered something in her mother’s ear. She stepped back with a smile 
on her face and folded her hands under her chin in a silent plea while her mother laughed at her 
enthusiasm and waved Chloé over to the counter. 


“You're very lucky, darling,” Mme. Cheng teased, pulling out her serving gloves and pulling out a 
tray of macarons. “There’s just enough milk and honey macarons left for a double order. Marinette must 
have a bit of a sweet tooth too, otherwise she wouldn't be pulling it out of her allowance.” 


“They're yummy!” Marinette giggled. “Second favorite flavor.” 


“Well, your father and l are going to be down here for the next few hours. She can stay until the 
bakery closes, and there's leftovers in the fridge if you girls want some dinner as well. Do you need a ride 
home, Chloé?” 


“Uh, n-no madame,” Chloé muttered, trying to remember her manners. “My driver can come pick 
me up.” 


“We won't be long, maman,” Marinette said. “Just gonna talk for a bit. Nothing bad.” 


Mme. Cheng finished filling up the pastry box with two dozen macarons before tying it off at the 
top and handing it to Chloé. “Just make sure to keep the noise down, alright?” 


“We will!” Marinette called back, already unlocking the door leading up to the apartment building. 
“Up here, Chloé.” 


Chloé quickly thanked Mme. Cheng for the pastries before following Marinette upstairs to the top 
floor of the walk-up. Her feet were screaming inside of her heels by the time they reached Marinette’s 
apartment, so she toed her shoes off by the shoe rack next to the front door the moment Marinette let 
them in. Marinette hurried her upstairs to what Chloé soon found out was an attic remodeled into a pretty 


adorable bedroom, with a loft bed and a skylight, that Chloé secretly found rather charming once she got 
over how small it was. 


Marinette dropped her bags by her desk and started looking through one of her dressers. “Here, 
you can borrow one of my pajamas. Alya got them for me for my birthday, but I think you're a bigger 
Ladybug fan than I am.” She dropped a pair of fuzzy pajama pants covered in a ladybug pattern and a t- 
shirt with Ladybug’s yoyo emblazoned on the front into Chloé’s arms. They seemed much too big, but they 
were perfect for lounging around in. 


“Are you....sure this is okay?” 


“Just put it on, trust me,” Marinette said. “I’m gonna go downstairs and heat up some dinner and 
get the tea. Bathroom’s over there, and you can hang your dress up on the folding screen in the corner. Is 
white tea okay?” 


“Yeah, sure.” 


Marinette scurried downstairs, leaving Chloé alone to deal with the almost excessive amounts of 
generosity that even Chloé felt too guilty to say no to. She figured washing off her makeup was a good 
start, so she snuck into the bathroom and freshened up until her face was no longer pink from dried tears. 
She had to use the full length mirror in Marinette’s room so she could twist around and pull down the 
zipper on the back of her dress, but she eventually peeled it off and slipped into Marinette’s pajamas, 
sighing at how cozy they felt. Chloé rocked back and forth on her toes and stood awkwardly in the middle 
of the room for a bit before she decided to sit down against the chaise in the corner and pull the box of 
macarons in her lap. 


It only tooka few minutes for Marinette to bring up a tray with two mugs of tea and two small 
bowls of what looked like noodles, meat, vegetables, and a few other ingredients Chloé didn’t recognize. 
Marinette shoved over a box of unopened fabric orders to act as a makeshift table as she laid the tray 
down on top of it. “Sorry for the microwave dinner,” she said. “The bakery is open really late on Saturdays 
so that’s usually our leftover night. It’s the stir fry maman made last night though. It’s really good.” 


Chloé chuckled. “You don’t miss a step, do you?” 


Marinette stuck her tongue out at her as she pulled out her own pair of pajamas and skipped 
behind the folding screen to change. “Told you I was good at cheering people up!” 


Chloé waited until Marinette sat down in front of her wearing some embarrassingly dorky kitten 
pajamas before they started to eat. Marinette even connected her phone to her desk speakers and played 
some music so that the silence wouldn't seem too strange. Not that it would’ve lasted that long anyway, 
because the moment they were each five bites in, Marinette started up with her questions again. 


“So. Still not gonna tell me what happened?” 


Chloé was too comfortable and too lazy to bother staying tight lipped about it anymore. Besides, it 
was probably good to complain about it just to shake off all the hurt feelings. “Not much to tell. Ihad a 
date that never showed up.” 


“Were you dating for a while?” 


“Not really,” she answered. “I met her at a charity ball my father was holding not that long ago. She 
was older than me, super pretty, and she paid attention to me in a way that felt really nice. I thought that 


meant she was really into me, so I asked her out ona date and she seemed really happy when she said yes. 
But I guess I must have misread something along the way because I was obviously wrong.” 


“So you had a whole evening planned and she just didn’t show up?” 


“Dinner reservations and tickets to a show all down the drain. We were supposed to meet at six 
and І had about just given up by the time you showed up. But hey. Thank God for unlimited credit cards, 
right?” 


Marinette didn’t latch onto the joke. Instead she stared pitifully over her mug of tea, looking 
sorrier for Chloé than she ever had in the years they'd known each other. “That's awful, Chloé.” 


” 


“It is what it is,” Chloé tried to brush off, feeling her chest feel heavy again. “No use dwelling on it. 


“But it upset you,” Marinette said. “You really liked her. You were so excited for the date, and she 
just blew you off. That’s such a cruel thing to do to another person. No one deserves that.” 


Chloé shrugged and purposefully took a long time to swallow her food. “It’s whatever.” 


“Don't give me that,” Marinette said softly. “She was important to you. You're allowed to be hurt 
by that. You don’t have to hide it from me.” 


“That’s the thing,” Chloé began. “I don’t think I’m upset about not having the date with her. 
I’m....upset because I didn't have the date at all.” 


Marinette frowned. “What do you mean?” 


Chloé kept her eyes down at her food. “It was....it was supposed to be my first date. You know. 
With a girl. And I guess....I don't know, I guess I was really fixating on that, and hoping it would happen.” 


Marinette let out a small breath. “You've never dated a girl before?” 
Chloé shook her head. “Nope.” 


“You brag about flirting with girls all the time though,” Marinette commented. “Everyone always 
thought that you’d been dating girls for a while. Heck, I thought that.” 


“Yeah, well, when you decide to come out to your entire class you have to spice it up a bit,” Chloé 
defended bitterly. “Besides, is this at all surprising coming from me?” 


Marinette smirked. “Fair point. Continue.” 


“I don't know,” Chloé sighed. “I probably hyped it up in my head a lot. But I’m seventeen and 1 
thought Га finally get to knock off all my firsts tonight. First date with a girl, first time holding hands with 
a girl, first time sharing a meal, first time kissing, first time....doing a lot of things.” 


Marinette nodded. “I understand.” 
Chloé snorted. “Do you?” 


“A little,” Marinette admitted. “I’ve only ever kissed a girl once. Never dated one. Never hada 
girlfriend. It kinda feels like you’ve been holding onto these secret feelings for so long you just want to let 
them out and share them with other people. But it’s never that easy because it’s just harder to find other 


girls to share those experiences with. Makes every little chance you get to be with another girl feel really 
huge.” 


Chloé shook her head. “I keep forgetting you're bi. Plus, that crush you had on Adrien was so huge, 
I thought you'd never look at another person ever again.” 


Marinette rolled her eyes. “Oh, leave me alone.” 


Chloé stuck her tongue out and smiled when Marinette pouted in response. “I don't know,” she 
continued, “I’m just tired of waiting. I want one chance to do all those things with someone who isn't 
going to make it awful for me.” 


Marinette drummed her nails against her bowl and chewed on the inside of her cheek. “What was 
it you said? First date, first meal, first handhold, and first kiss, right?” 


Chloé raised a brow. “Yeah.” 


“Hold on a second.” She got up and made her way over to her desk, searching the clutter on top of 
it before locating a tall mason jar filled with art pencils, pens, rulers, and bits of thread. Marinette emptied 
the whole thing out on her desk before she unscrewed her thermos of water and filled the jar all the way 
to the top. Chloé watched in confusion as she plucked up the flowers that Chloé left by the chaise, took off 
the paper they were wrapped in, and placed them inside the makeshift vase of water. Marinette placed it 
in the middle of the box they were eating out of and gestured to their meal with a satisfied look on her 
face. “There! We had a meal. Now it’s a date!” 


Chloé thought for a second that she was kidding, but then finally allowed herself to laugh at the 
ridiculous stunt once she realized that Marinette was being completely sincere. “What are you even 
doing?” 


“I mean, it's not very fancy. Мете eating leftovers on top of a cardboard box in our pajamas. But 
there’s food, there’s flowers, and there’s just the two of us. I’d say that counts as a date.” 


“Are you trying to lead me through all my firsts?” Chloé teased. 


“What part of I’m brilliant at cheering people up was not getting through to you?” Marinette 
complained. “Yes! We're making up for your jerk of a date standing you up. Quick and dirty do-over, 
Marinette style.” 


She knew that Marinette was acting silly on purpose to try and brighten her mood, but Chloé 
supposed it was worth it to see Marinette make a fool out of herself. She leaned her elbow on the box and 
cradled her chin in her hands. “Well, if this is a date, then the next logical step is hand holding.” 


Marinette straightened up, squared her shoulders, and gracefully offered her open hand to Chloé. 
Chloé rolled her eyes at the theatrics but indulged her by laying her hand on top of hers. Marinette gave it 
a quick squeeze before twisting their hands around until they were both upright and lacing their fingers 
together right next to the bouquet of flowers sitting between them. Chloé watched Marinette rub her 
thumb against her own and adjust her grip so that she could feel her fingertips brushing against the back 
of her hand. Marinette’s hands were warm from the tea she was holding, her hands were so soft, and she 
found herself admiring the little pink hearts she’d drawn onto her nails that were only just starting to chip 
at the tips. It felt like they were holding hands for a long time, but Marinette wasn’t bothering to let go, so 
Chloé didn’t think she had to either. 


“There,” Marinette grinned. “Handholding.” 
Chloé pretended to look impressed. “You're a decent handholder.” 


Marinette fluttered her lashes. “Oh, why thank you. I’ve been waiting years for someone to tell me 
that.” 


Chloé traced her finger around the rim of her mug and laughed. “Well, I guess that’s a meal, a date, 
and some handholding taken care of. Hopefully the kiss will happen someday before I die.” 


Marinette shrugged, looking down into her own tea but not letting go of Chloé’s hand. “I mean....] 
did say Га lead you through all of your firsts. You could do it now if you want.” 


Chloé blinked and felt her heart do a strange little leap that made her chest tighten for reasons 
that had little to do with the resentment over her ruined date. “Wait. Seriously?” 


“1-1 mean, if you don’t want to, obviously we don't have to. We could pretend I was kidding or 
something and keep eating. But if you....if you wanted to. I could give you a quick one. I wouldn’t mind.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah,” Marinette said quietly. “They say it’s better to do these things with someone you know. 
But if you want to wait for someone special 1 totally get that too. Like I said, we could just forget I said 
anything.” 


“No, no,” Chloé said quickly. “It’s fine. I’m not really waiting for anyone specific to come around. I 
just....want to know what it feels like. You know?” 


Marinette was smiling too hard, probably trying to hide her nerves. “Yeah, I get it.” 


Their hands were still laced together over the table, but this time Marinette’s hand felt heavier 
and every twitch of her fingers was much more obvious to Chloé than it had been before. She suddenly 
found herself appraising the details of Marinette’s face — her freckles, her eyes, her small nose, the bangs 
hanging over her lashes — before finally staring at her lips and feeling her heart jump in her throat in 
response. Her whole body felt tense with anticipation despite neither of them making a move, and she 
was suddenly realizing how warm and wonderful the thought of kissing Marinette was despite never 
having considered it before. 


Marinette decided to make it easy for both of them and crawl around the box until she was sitting 
right in front of Chloé, close enough for their knees to touch. She cleared her throat and tucked her hair 
behind her ears while Chloé licked her lips to make sure they weren't dry. “Close your eyes,” Marinette 
asked. “It's easier on the nerves, trust me.” 


Chloé let out the breath she didn't realize she was holding and nodded as she did just that. She 
waited in darkness for a few seconds, wondering what Marinette was up to while she couldn't see, and 
then she felt a gentle pressure on her lips and Marinette’s quiet exhale unfurling against her face. It took 
her a couple of seconds to register that it was Marinette’s closed lips against hers, but by the time her 
brain understood this, Marinette was already slowly opening her mouth, moving it down, and closing her 
lips around Chloé’s bottom one. Chloé shivered when their lips locked, and she felt her body push into the 
kiss and follow the easy, tentative rhythm that Marinette had started. 


It was a really good kiss. It wasn't too hot, too heavy, or too quick. Chloé could sometimes feel the 
tease of Marinette’s tongue and feel the hushed noises vibrating from the back of her throat. Chloé 
managed to reach her free hand up and trace her fingertips across the apple of Marinette’s cheek and 
marvel at how soft and sweet everything about her felt. It left Chloé’s mind racing, thinking of deeper 
kisses with more contact and longer kisses with more touching, but she knew there was time for all that 
another day. For now, Chloé felt light and happy. For the first time, she was so thankful to have run into 
Marinette that evening and to have gotten a piece of her thoughtfulness. Perhaps she could come up with 
something creative and make it up to her later. Maybe a fresh dinner on a proper dinner table with nicer 
flowers and candles lit around them. Maybe more handholding and kissing. 


They eventually broke the kiss with a flurry of laughter, and Marinette looked at Chloé like she 
was this fresh, clean, and polished version of herself that she had never seen before. Chloé quite liked it 
when Marinette looked at her like that, and all she wanted was to find ways to keep earning that look 
until she could keep it for herself. It was a loaded thought that was probably best kept to herself, but 
Chloé marvelled at the strong sincerity in Marinette's eyes and wondered if she was maybe thinking 
something just as heavy. 


She danced her fingers across Marinette’s knuckles and felt her cheeks hurting from all the 
smiling. “Thanks,” she whispered. 


Marinette brought Chloé’s hand up to her lips and kissed the knuckle of her thumb, erasing every 
awful feeling that Chloé had felt that evening and replacing it with this. “My pleasure.” 
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A Gay in Straight Clothing 
by InkJackets 


Alix slammed off her alarm and groaned before rolling out of bed. She grabbed a pair of undies 
and shorts from her drawer and hopped around the room as she pulled them on while looking for a 
matching shirt. She swiped one from the floor, gave it a sniff, and chucked it on over her head, running 
from the room as she did so. 


She entered the hallway, still pulling down her shirt, grabbed her backpack and had just finished 
slipping on her rollerblades when her father walked in from the kitchen, coffee in hand. 


“Good morning, darling,” he said, handing her an apple. 


“Morning, Dad,” Alix replied, grabbing her helmet from the hook by the door before taking the 
apple and biting into it. 


"You off to school? You're not going to be late, are you?” he checked his watch anxiously. 
Alix chewed and shook her head, "Don't worry Dad, I've got plenty of time." 


"Well, if you're sure,” he said. Alix grinned and opened the door. "Before you rush off," her father 
said quickly, "don't forget we are having dinner at the Bourgeois’ tonight." 


Alix groaned and smacked her head against the door; she had completely forgotten. 
"But, I've promised Kim I'd do this challenge with him tonight,” she lied, "we're going to race-" 
“Мо you don't,” her father interrupted, shaking his head. “You're not getting out of this one.” 


“But Dad!" she moaned, “Why can't Jalil go? You know he’s so much better at these sorts of things 
than me.” 


"He's busy working at the museum tonight. Besides, Chloé's your age. It would be good for you to 
hang out with a nice young woman like her, maybe you could learn some things from her." Her father 
eyed her clothes. 


Alix stared daggers at her father. 
“What?” 
“Nothing.” 


Her father sighed, "It would mean so much to me if you could wear something nice. You used to 
look so pretty in those dresses." 


“Dad, for the last time, I don't care how I look, I don't care for looks, and I’m never going to wear 
any of those dresses again.” 


Her father didn’t respond but stirred his already lukewarm coffee with his teaspoon. Alix frowned, 
there was clearly something else on his mind. 


“What is it?” she said bluntly. 


He hesitated, "Your choice of fashion, or rather lack of it... it hasn't got anything to do with you 
being asexual...does it?" 


Alix felt like her gut plunged into ice. 
"What?" She couldn't believe what she was hearing. 


‘Tm just saying, trying to look more unappealing...” 


"Of course not!" Alix cried with outrage, "It's just who I am!" She looked at her father in disbelief. 
He was a good father on the whole, if a little self-absorbed in his work. But he had never come out with 
anything like that before. She visibly deflated, "How could you ask me that?" She failed to hide the hurt. 


"I'm sorry,” said her father, "It was just a hypothesis." 
Alix held his gaze for a second before turning away. 

“I need to go to school,” she said, her voice cold. 

“Just... think about what you'll wear tonight, will you?” 
"See you later, dad." 


She slammed the door behind her and skated out onto the street, the loose straps from her helmet 
flapping in the wind. 


Alix strode listlessly into the classroom; she had skated faster than normal to let out her irritation. 
Chloé and Sabrina were already in the classroom giggling annoyingly which did nothing for her mood. 
They ignored her though and she, them. 


Alix sank into her seat and stared out the window. She didn’t sigh, she wasn't that self-pitying, but 
she drummed her fingers on the desk. She was bored and didn’t want to think. 


She let her attention wander until it landed on what the gossiping girls in front of her were talking 
about. 


“She’s so strong!” exclaimed Sabrina. 


Curiosity got the better of her and Alix peered over to glance at the tablet where Chloé and 
Sabrina were looking at photos of Ladybug, fresh from last night's akuma attack. 


The photo in question was of Ladybug stopping an onslaught of flying bricks from an akumatized 
construction worker with just her spinning yo-yo. The angle of the photo looking up at Ladybug, with her 
expression of true grit, and brick dust whipping past her face to top it off, did indeed make her look like a 
powerful figure. Alya had truly outdone herself with that shot. 


"Mmmhmm,” Chloé nodded dreamily, "Imagine her sweeping you away and flying over the city in 
those arms of hers. That would be magnificent." Sabrina looked at her strangely. "What?" said Chloé. 


Sabrina swiped the screen to show a picture of Chat Noir fighting the akumatized victim before 
speaking carefully, “I thought you liked Adrien’s arms.” 


Chloé drew herself upright and looked at Sabrina but her friend didn’t meet her gaze. “I do,” she 
said simply. 


Sabrina didn’t say anything, “Okay.” 

"What's my admiration for Ladybug got to do with my love for Adrien?" Chloé's voice grew shrill. 
“Nothing, nothing,” Sabrina said, her tone just a notch too high. 

"What, can't I admire more than one person?" 

"Yes, of course you can," she said, but her tone of voice implied something else. 

Chloé frowned, as did Alix. 


The awkwardness didn’t last long though as Adrien chose that moment to stumble into the 
classroom. Alix raised an eyebrow, he looked exhausted. 


Chloé didn't seem to notice though and leapt on him with a standard ‘Good Morning, Adrihoney! 
She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and kissed him on the cheek. Alix couldn't help but think her 
actions were a little more exaggerated than normal, as if she was trying to prove a point... 


"Hey, Alix, what you thinking?” Kim slid into the seat next to her and pulled her out her mind. Alix 
smiled, grateful for the distraction. 


“Nothing.” 

“Good, cause Гуе got a challenge for you.” 

That caught her attention. 

Kim pulled a couple bottles of coke and a few sticks of mentos. 
"I don't think I like where this is going," Alix grinned. 


Kim smirked, "You gotta put about five mentos in your mouth and try drink a bottle of 
coke. Whoever finishes the coke first, wins." 


"That is so stupid!" Alix laughed, "You're on, what's the forfeit?" 
Kim grinned slyly, "If I win, you have to tell me who in this class you have a crush оп!" 


Alix's smiled immediately dropped, as did her stomach. She stared at him, "What are you? Some 
girl at a slumber party? What sort of bet is that? Besides, you know I'm-" 


"-asexual, yeah I know," began Kim, "but there must still be someone you like more than just a 
friend, huh?" Kim nudged her and winked, "Besides, if I lose I have to tell you the same." 


Alix glared at him deadpan. "If you're not going to think of a proper bet, then forget it." 
Kim pulled back, “Jeez, what’s up with you?” 
Alix turned away from him and hunched over her desk. She stared out the window. 


She felt a tiredness wash over her. Not sleepy tired, but she was sick of people making comments 
like that. She had thought that coming out would have stopped them, that people would start to 
understand. She had been wrong. And it made her exhausted. 


Despite his faults though, Kim was still a great friend. However, just then, she was secretly glad 
when Mylene chose that moment to enter the classroom and Kim had to move back to his proper seat. 


Chloé was silent as her chauffeur drove her home from school. Sabrina's comment had been 
running through her head all day. It had left her feeling vexed. 


Why couldn't she love more than one type of person? 


Unless Chloé had simply misread the situation? She thought back... No, Sabrina’s voice had 
definitely had a judgemental tone to it. 


"Ugh," Chloé crossed her arms and glared out the window. People were so annoying. Why couldn't 
she just love whoever she wanted to without question? Why was that too much to ask? 


When the car pulled up to the hotel, Chloé went straight to her room, dumped her bag down, and 
collapsed on her bed. 


She gazed at the various posters around her room. The majority were taken up by Adrien and, 
more recently, Ladybug. However, there were various other celebrities from all walks of life plastered 
around her room. The only thing they all had in common was that they were successful and virtuous 
people. 


That was her type, Chloé thought sourly, not some superficial thing about height or hair colour, 
but what they wanted to do in their life. Good people. Well... successful people... who, okay, they had to 
look at least a little bit attractive... 


“Mademoiselle Chloé?” 
The butler interrupted her thoughts. 
“What is it?” She didn’t bother moving. 


“Your father has asked me to remind you that the Kubdels are coming over for dinner and that you 
are to get ready.” 


Chloé groaned and rolled over, “Why do we have to mix with people like them?” 


“Your father has said they are highly influential people who are promising to back him in the next 
election if they-“ 


Chloé sat up and waved her hand impatiently, “It was a rhetorical question! Ugh, how did you not 
get that?” 


"My apologies.” Chloé huffed. "If I may,” the butler continued, "your father has bought you a new 
dress that he thinks you'd like for tonight's dinner. Shall I bring it in?" 


Chloé rolled her eyes, “Whatever.” 


The butler bowed and walked out the room. Chloé fell back onto the bed, limbs sprawled, and 
gazed up at a poster of Ladybug shooting across the Parisian sky. She let a cold apathy take over her body. 


“Let’s get this over with.” Alix strode towards the door. 
“Alix! Didn’t you see the clothes I laid out for you?” 
Alix’s hand twitched. “Saw them, didn’t care for them.” 


Mr. Kubdel put his head in his hands, "I tried this time, Alix. Truly, I did. They were nice jeans and 
a simple white and blue top, I'm not asking for much." 


Alix opened the door and stepped outside. She didn’t look at him. 


"Those jeans were high waisted, do you know how uncomfortable that is? And it was a flowery 
white and blue top...with lacy bits Dad, lacy bits!” Alix shuddered, "I've told you, I'm not wearing those 
sort of clothes anymore, and never will." 


“But darling, why not?” 


"It's not me, Dad.” She turned her head so her vivid blue eyes met her father's grey ones. "Why 
don't you get that?" 


Alix held his gaze, willed him to give her a proper answer, to not flake out and avoid the question. 
Mr. Kubdel sighed, “Let’s just go, we don’t want to be late.” 
Alix hid her disappointment. 


"They're late," said Chloé, crossing her arms. 
“It’s only been five minutes, dear,” said Mr. Bourgeois 
"Ugh." Chloé rolled her eyes. 


She tapped her fingers impatiently for another minute before the doorbell rang. The butler 
opened the door and led the Kubdels into Le Grand Paris hotel lobby. 


Mr. Bourgeois walked forward to welcome them in. 

“Good evening Mr. Kubdel, and uh...was it Alice?” 

“Alix,” she stuck her hands in her pockets and pouted. She ignored the glare from her father. 
“Ah yes, Alix, do come in.” 


Chloé watched Alix with displeasure. Alix met her eyes and nodded in greeting. Chloé gave her 
head a brief nod in return. It was a mere exchange of acknowledgement of the other's existence, nothing 
more. They both followed her father into the dining room. 


It was taking everything in Chloé’s power to not slump in her chair. She hadn’t been this bored ina 
while. Their fathers’ talk of elections and new museum exhibitions went right over her head, and the 
presence of Alix did nothing to improve her mood. She eyed the pink haired girl with distaste. 


In Chloé's opinion, Alix was holding her fork wrong, cut chunks too big, and chewed the cake in a 
terribly ungainly manner. 


Chloé pierced her cake with a fork and daintily popped the morsel into her mouth. 


She felt her manners had to be twice as good in order to make up for the atrocities of the girl 
sitting across from her. Chloé sighed. Dinner had been a tedious affair. 


As soonas Chloé finished her last mouthful of cake - with such hyperbole etiquette that she looked 
pained - her father turned to the girls. 


“Why don’t you two go upstairs now. Chloé dear, you can show Alix your room.” 
Alix frowned, but her father gave her a warning glance. 


Chloé pushed her chair back with a huff and left the room with Alix tailing reluctantly behind her. 


Chloé strode into her bedroom and flicked her hair haughtily, “This is my room,” she announced, “I 
don’t expect you to stay, you may go do whatever you want. I don’t care.” 


Alix stepped in and gazed at the high ceilings and four-poster bed. 


Chloé sat down on a chair, whipped out a nail file, and started manicuring her nails. To her 
annoyance, Alix didn't leave. Instead, the pink haired girl started wandering around the spacious room 
and peered at all her photos, posters and belongings. 


Chloé so dearly wanted to tell her to get out, but for the sake of her father, she remained civil and 
contented herself with eyeing Alix over her nail file. 


Alix sauntered from photo to photo. Chloé couldn’t read anything from her expression and it was 
infuriating. Alix bent over to look closely at a set of photos on a shelf. Chloé narrowed her eyes. Alix then 
reached to the back and picked one up to bring it closer to her face. 


"Hey!" Chloé jumped up, "Don't touch my stuff!” 
“Sorry, just wanted to look.” 
Chloé strode over and snatched the photo off Alix, “Yeah? Well, don’t.” 


Chloé made to put it back but froze when she realised exactly which photo it was. 


It was of her, Adrien, and their respective fathers. They were waving out to a crowd at ће end of 
Paris fashion week two years previous. 


Chloé had always hated the photo, though she had never been able to quite put her finger on why. 
“You don’t look very happy,” said Alix. 

Chloé whipped her head up. “What?” 

“In the photo,” Alix clarified, “neither you or Adrien look very happy.” 


Chloé glanced back at the picture in her hand. Her and Adrien both had big smiles plastered on 
their faces as they waved enthusiastically out to the crowd. 


Chloé raised her eyebrow at Alix. 


"It's your eyes that give it away," said Alix, "You both look exhausted and like you'd rather be 
anywhere else than there. " 


Chloé felt ice slide down her spine as what Alix said clicked into place. 


She thought back to that day, remembering it clearly. Mere moments before, backstage, her and 
her father had got into a massive row. She had been socialising with all these adults for the past week. She 
had felt sick from all the fancy food, and tired of feeling out of place, what with being so young. Sabrina 
hadn't been allowed to come, and her only other friend had been modelling all week. She had been 
thirteen years old, she was shattered, and the absolute last thing she had wanted to do was go out on that 
stage, put on a happy face and wave at the crowds. 


Chloé’s eyes roamed over the photo to Adrien’s picture. She would never forget the expression he 
had worn just before going on stage. He had been just as shattered as her, but evidently hadn’t even 
attempted to put up a fight. What with his father’s steely grasp on his shoulder, there was no hope. He had 
been turned into a glorified zombie. 


The memory made Chloé seethe. 


“All this socialising and keeping up appearances,” Alix continued, bringing Chloé back to the 
present, “Don’t you get tired of it all?” 


Chloé didn't reply. Instead, she gently placed the photo back in its place. She felt a wave of 
insecurity wash through her but turned it into anger. 


“You don’t know me!” she snapped. 


Chloé instantly berated herself. Why had she yelled like that? It wasn't Alix's fault. It was no one's 
fault. Chloé sunk back into a cold apathy. It was the only way she could protect herself from her own 
anger and self-hatred. 


Alix put her hands back in her pockets. 


"When it comes to other people and their emotions,” she said, "I'm usually no good.” Chloé felt 
Alix's eyes on her but didn't look up. "However recently there's one thing I've discovered I am good at, 
and that's knowing when people are discontent." 


“Why are you telling me this?” said Chloé. 
Alix hesitated, “Because you're unhappy and hiding something about yourself.” 


Chloé drew her cold eyes up to meet Alix's warm ones. However, when Chloé didn't say anything 
and just glared indifferently, the light faded from Alix's blue eyes. 


"Fine, don't talk.” Alix strode away. Chloé could tell she was annoyed, but she didn't care. She 
watched as Alix strode towards her wardrobe. Instead of stopping outside though, or looking at other 
posters, Alix pulled the door wide and went right into Chloé's walk-in wardrobe. 


For the second time that evening Chloé cried, 

"Hey! What do you think you're doing?" 

Chloé ran over and tried to grab Alix who was spinning with her arms wide. 
"Wow, this place is huge!" Alix exclaimed, evading Chloé's grasp. 

“Get out of my wardrobe!” 

"Why the hell does one person need so many clothes?" 

Chloé managed to grab her arm and drag her out. 


“Calm down,” Alix grumbled as she rubbed the spot Chloé had grabbed her, “I just wanted to see if 
you had as many designer dresses as you claimed to have.” She continued to rub her arm, “Not that I’d 
know the difference,” she added as an afterthought. 


“Hmph,” Chloé flicked her ponytail, “One has to have many designer dresses to maintain a good 
reputation and appear proper.” 


Alix raised her eyebrows. "How many do you have?" 


The fight trickled out of Chloé, "Just stay away from my stuff,” she said in a tired voice before 
walking away. 


Alix was silent amoment. "To maintain a good reputation and appear proper." She repeated 
Chloé's words slowly. Chloé ignored her. "I'd much rather be myself and wear whatever's comfy,” said 
Alix. 


“Clearly,” said Chloé with distaste. 


"Oh, come on, Chloé!" Alix suddenly exclaimed, throwing her arms wide in exasperation. "You 
can't tell me you don't find it exhausting! I know what it's like too, all this socialising and pretending. I 
used to put on fancy dresses, make myself look pretty and go to these posh parties where people would 
say things like, ‘Oh I love your dress, where did you get it?’ and That suits you so well, you should dress 
like that more often!’ but Га be like, ‘Are you even seeing me for who I am? ‘Cause this isn't me at all!’ But 
obviously I couldn't say that, so I'd smile and pretend this version of myself they saw was the real deal, 
but it wasn't, and I hated it.” 


Chloé turned to look at Alix and was met with blazing eyes. 


"I wasn't happy,” Alix continued softly, "So one day I decided to stop. I made a promise to myself 
that I would only be myself, I wouldn't owe anything to anyone.” Chloé didn't know why she was listening 
to this, but something was stirring inside her. "So I stopped wearing dresses,” said Alix, "I started 
rollerblading everywhere like I'd always wanted to," she paused and smiled, "I even dyed my hair pink," 
her smile dropped, "I stopped trying to be what other people wanted me to ђе." 


Chloé drew her arms up and hunch in on herself as Alix's words flowed over her. She didn't know 
what she was feeling. Alix's words had snagged her soul and it scared her. 


"Not everyone has that luxury,” Chloé said bitterly before she could stop herself. "I..." Chloé 
hesitantly continued, "I feel like if I suddenly changed to be myself, nobody would take me seriously.” She 
suddenly felt extremely self-conscious. She rubbed her arm anxiously. 


Chloé didn't know why she was telling Alix this, she didn't want to engage with Alix 5 words, but 
she had to admit it felt a little nice. 


Alix's eyes were wide. "Well," she looked at Chloé and spoke carefully; she was highly aware of the 
thin thread she was walking on, "Honestly, I think coming out as aro ace was the real bullet in the head for 
me. Sorta proved not just to myself, but to everyone around me that this whole change wasn't just a 
phase, it was me fully embracing who I am,” Alix paused, "Though my father still hopes it's just a phase," 
she muttered, "But anyway, if you truly wanted to just be yourself, it is possible. Hard, no doubt about 
that, but possible." 


Chloé chewed her tongue as she looked at Alix's warm and understanding smile. 


Chloé frowned. "I have my father's campaign to think about," she said, "I've got a reputation to 
uphold.” She drew herself upright. "You wouldn't understand,” her voice took on a conceited tone, "you 
have no idea what it's like having paparazzi outside twenty-four seven, or security guards treading your 
every step," she became more domineering, "or your picture plastered though tabloids magazines! You 
don't understand anything, being myself isn't that simple!" 


Chloé winced. she didn't need to be so condescending. 


"Well, okay..." began Alix slowly, "but something clearly isn't right. What if you talked through this 
with a friend or something...?" 


Chloé sneered and hated herself for it, "What, are you saying something's wrong with me?" She 
couldn't stop herself. "You think you could be this friend, do you? Hah!" 


Alix drew her eyebrows together in anger, "No, nothing's wrong! It was just a suggestion! Jeez, I 
was trying to be nice! There's no need to talk to me like that.” She threw her hands up in the air. "Who 
was I kidding? Of course I wouldn't be able to help you." Chloé flinched as she saw the hurt flash through 
Alix's eyes. "Excuse me for trying to be understanding.” Alix stormed off towards the door. 


Chloé chided herself. Why did she have to come out with something so arrogant and self- 
righteous? Ugh, nothing was right! Why was she feeling so awful? 


“Alix, wait!” 
Alix’s hand hovered above the doorknob. Chloé clenched her fists and swallowed her pride. 


"1... [didn't mean to say that." She drew in on herself. "I don't know why I acted like that." She 
paused, "No, I do know why I acted like that.” Chloé dug her nails into her arms as she felt a burning 
behind her eyes. “You're right,” she said, smiling sadly, “I’m not happy. I... I don’t know how to be happy.” 
She felt tears well in her eyes. “My life is a lie,” her voice cracked, “I’m sorry.” 


Alix turned to face her and blinked. “You're what now?” 
“Tm," Chloé swallowed, “I’m sorry.” The words slid out a little easier this time. 


Alix’s eyes widened and, to Chloé’s surprise, she let out a little giggle, “Chloé Bourgeois, 
apologizing. That’s gotta be a first.” 


Chloé wanted to be annoyed, but for the first time, she ignored that little voice inside of her. 
Seeing the light and laughter in Alix 5 eyes couldn't help but put her at ease. 


Neither of them spoke. 
"I have thirty-two,” said Chloé eventually. 
“What?” 


“Designer dresses. I have thirty-two.” 


Alix spluttered. “Thirty-two?” she exclaimed, “Are you being serious?” 


"You can go count them if you don't believe те," Chloé said with a small smile and gestured 
towards her wardrobe." 


“Haha! Nah, I believe you.” 
There was another silence. 


"You want to know something?" said Chloé. Alix cocked her head. Chloé rubbed her arms. "I don't 
like fashion labels." 


"Oh," said Alix, a little confused. 


"Well, I guess it's more like indifference," Chloé said, "You see I like fashion, but I don't like the 
superiority that comes with labels. I want to wear whatever I want, without judgement or scorn. But 
instead I'm told exactly what I can or can't wear. And I know it sounds pretentious, me complaining about 
all these designer clothes... except I like other styles too, you know what I mean? 1 like unconventional 
fashion labels, new and up and coming ones, ones that nobody's heard of, hell, I even like clothes from 
thrift stores! As long as it fits me right and looks good, I'll like it." Chloé twisted her dress in her hands. 
"But instead I'm forced into this one style,” her voice grew soft, "and I've been wearing it so long I feel like 
it's too late to change.” 


Alix looked at Chloé with concern. She stepped forward, almost as if she was thinking of 
comforting Chloé, but pulled back. 


“If you must know,” said Chloé, wrapping her arms around herself once more, “I’m scared of these 
feelings.” She bit her lip. “I’m terrified about not being seen as normal,” she whispered, “I just...I don't see 
why I can’t admire more than one style.” Those words felt heavier than Chloé had meant them to be, like 
she’d dug them up from somewhere far deep inside her. 


Chloé looked up and received a slight shock at how intensely Alix was staring back. Chloé shifted 
uneasily. She didn’t exactly know why she’d decided to lay herself bare, and in front of Alix of all people, 
but she didn’t regret it, even if Alix’s eyes seemed to look right past her words and into her soul. 


Alix shifted her gaze to the posters and photos dotted around Chloé’s room, all filled with stunning 
people from all walks of life. Chloé suddenly felt acutely aware of all the pictures in her room. She 
followed Alix’s gaze until they landed on the two pictures that had pride of place above her vanity table. 
Adrien Agreste and Ladybug. 


Alix chuckled softly. "I knew that you were in love with Adrien, that's always been obvious. But I 
admit I thought your obsession with Ladybug was merely just that, an obsession," she paused, "but it's 
more than that, isn't it?” 


Chloé's skin prickled as Alix's deep blue eyes pierced hers again, clear with understanding. 
"Bisexual?" Alix questioned. 
Chloé dug her nails into her arms. She shook her head. "Pansexual," she said in a terrified whisper. 


Alix glanced around the room once more at all the beautiful people, "Makes sense.” Alix gave her 
that soft understanding smile. 


Chloé gently lowered her arms. 
“You...You don’t think I’m strange?” said Chloé. 


Alix cocked her head to the side and smiled, “Strange?” she shook her head, “Of course not.” 


Chloé released a tension she didn't even know she'd been holding and sank with relief. She let the 
peace envelop them before piercing it with one simple word. 


"Thank-you," she whispered. 
Alix grinned, "A sorry and a thank-you both in the same day? I think I'm in the wrong timeline.” 
Chloé laughed before they lapsed into a comfortable little silence. 


Chloé saw something then, a small glimmer of an opportunity that she could reach out and grab... 
if she was willing. 


Chloé brushed her hair behind her ears, sucked in her breath, and took the plunge. 
"Hey, Alix?" 

“Hmm?” 

“W-Would you like to be friends?” she asked hesitantly. 

Alix's eyes lit up with a happy surprise. 


"Now you're talking my style,” she grinned. 
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